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The Tragedy of OtnxtLro the Moore 
of Venice, | 


Enter [/;79 and Rogerige. 

Buſh; Never teff me, I take it much unkindly | 
WAP [ hat rheon who haſt had my purle, 4 
| WA2r As it the firings were thine, ſhould'ft know of this, ED '# 
| Tag. Buc you't not heare me, | 4 
' If ever 1 did dream of ſuch a matter, abhor me. 
: Rod. Thou toldſt me, thou didit hojd him in thy hate, 
K lag. Deſpile me it 1 do not : three great ones of the City 

In perſonall fuit to make me his Lieutenant, 
F - Ott capt to him, and by the faith of man, 
4 I know my price, I am worth no worle a place, 
£ But he as loving his own pride and purpoſes, 
[ Evades them, with a bumbaſt circumſtance, 

Horribly ſtutt with Epithices of warre : 

Ncn-ſuits my Mediarors : for certes, ( ſaies he ) 

I have already choſe my Officer, and what was he ? 

Forſooth, a great Arichmetitian, 

One Michael Caſsie, a Florentine, 

A fellow almoſt damibd in a tair wife, 

That never ſet a ſquadron in the field, 

Nor the diviſion of a Batte!] knows, 

More then a Spinſter, unlefſe the blockiſh Theorique, 

Wherein the tengued Contuls can propoſe. 

As maſterly as he : meere prattle without praiſe, 
| Is aſl his Souldier-ſhip : bur he fir had theeleRivn, 
| And I.of whom his eyes had ſeen the proofe, 
*$ At Rhodes, at Cipres, and on other grounds, * 
Chriſ\n'd and Heathen, muP be be-lecd and cain.'d, 
By Debitor and Creditor, this Ccunter-Cakter : 
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Rod. By ticavenrt racheravou'd we bis rang 

lag. Bu ther's 9 remedy, On nts 2 | 
Tis the curir of ſervice,” | >. efron 
P. efc.tacnt gocis by lerter and afietion, 
Not by che vid gradation, where cach ieccond 
Sewol heire tothe frſt ; 
Now lir be judge your ſelfe, 
\Whcther 1, in any jult teara) am afhn'd 
to love the Moore ? 

Rel. I weu!d not follow him then. 
1a7. O lr, content you; 
Ifollow him :0 ſerve my turne upon him, 
\We cannot al! be maſters, nor all maſters 
Cannot betruly followed, you ſhall marke 
Many a dutious and knee.cr ooking knave, 
'That{doting on his own cbſequious bondage ) 
Weates out his time much like his mafters Afſe, 
For nought bur provender, and hee's old caſhierd, 
Whip me {uch honeſt knaves ; 
Others there are, 
Who trimne4 in formes and viſages of duty, 
Keep yer their hearts, attending on themſelves, 
And throwing but ſhewes of lervi ice On their Lords ; 
Doe well thrive by 'em, 
And when they havelin'd their coates; 
Doe themiclves homage, 
Thoſe tcllows have ſome {oule, 
And fuch a one do Iorofefſe my {clfe,----for ſic 
It is as ſure a» you are Rod-rigo, 
Were Iihe Moore, I] would not be Lago : 
In following him, 1 follow bur my ſclfe : 
Heaven is my -udge, not [, F 
For love and duty, but ſeeming ſo, for my pecular end; | 
For when my outward ation doth demonſtrate 
- Thenative at, and hgure of my heart, 

In complement externe, *tisnot logg after, 
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the Moore of Venice, 


Fut I will weare my heart upon my fleeve, 
For Dawes to pecke at, 
I] am nor what I am. 
Red. What a full fortune does the thicklips owe, 
If he can carry't thus ? 
[:g. Call up her father, 
Rowle bim, make aſter him, poyſon his delighe, 
Proclaime him in the ſtreet, incen{c her Kinſmen, 
And tho he in a fertile climarc dwell, 
Plague him with fyes: tho that his joy be joy, - 
Yet throw ſuch changes of ycxation cury 
As it way loſe {ome eolour:- 
od. Here is her fathers houſr, ile call aloud, 
Jag. Dowith like timerous eccent, and dire yell, 
As when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is ſpied in populous Cities. 
Kod. What ho, Brabantio, Seignior Brabartio, ho. 
Tag. Awake, what ho, Brabantio, 
Theeves, theeves, theeves : 


Look to your hoyie, your Daughter, and your bags, 


T heevcs, theeves. 


Brabantio at a window, 


Bra. What is the reaſon of this terrible ſamons ? 


Vhat is the mat er there ? 
Rod, Signior, is all your family within ? 
{ag. Are your duors lockt ? 
Bra. Why wherefore aske you this ? 


lag. Sir you are robb'd, tor ſhame put on your gown, 


Your heart is barſt, you have loſt halte you.ioul , 
Even now, very now, an old black Ram 

Is tupping your white Ewe 3 ariſe, arife, 

Awake the ſnorting Citizens with the be!], 


Or elſe che Deyill will make a Grandtire of you, a:ife] ſad» 


Bra. Whac, have you loſt your wits ? 


Red. Moit reverend Seigntor, do you know my voice ? 


Bra. Notl, what are you ? 
Kea, My nameis Roderigo. 
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" TheTragedy of Othello 

Bra, The worſe welcome, 

] have charg”d thee net to haunt. about my doors, 
in honeſt ptainnetle, thou haſt heard me ſay 
My daughter is not tor thee, and now in madcneſle, 
Being tull of ſupper, and ditempering draughts, 
LUpcn malicious bravery, dolt thou. come 
To ſtart my quiet? 
Rod. Sir, ur, lire. 
t&, Pra, But thou muſt nteds be face 
My ſpiric and my place havein them power, 
To make this bitter to thee, 
Rod. Patience good fir- | 
Bra. What, tell'ſt thou me of robbing ? tliis 1s Perice, 
. Ny houſe is not a graunge. »- 

Rod. Moſt grave Brabaztio, 

In itmple 2nd pure ſoul I come to you. : 

Lag. Sir, you are one of thoſe, that will not ſerve God, if the 
Devill bid you, Becauſe we come to do you ſervice, you thinke 
weare Ruttans, youle have your daughter covered with a Barbary 
horſe, youle have your Nephews neigh to you ; youle have Gour- 
icrs for Coulens, and Gennets for Germans, 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 

Jag. 1am one (ir, that come to tell you, your daughter, and che 
Moore, are now making the Beaſt with rwo backs, 

Bra. Thou art a villaine. 

fag. You are a Senator. 

Bra. | his thou (halt anſwer, I know thee Rogerigo. 

Rod. Sir, | wiil anſwer any thing : but I beſeech you, 

It *. be your pleaſure, and moſt wiſe conſenc, 

( Aspartly 1 tind it is) that your tairedanghter 

Ac this od even,and dull watch oth* night, 
Tranſported with no worſe nor better guard. 
But with a knave of commen hire,a Gurde/ter, 
To rhe groſſe claipes of a laſcivious Moore : 

If chis be known to you and to your allowance, 
Wee then have done you bold and ſawcy wrongs? 
Bur if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
Wee have your wrong rebuke: Do not belecve 


That 
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That from the ſenſe of ail civility, 
] thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your daughter ( it you have not given her leave, 
I ſay again ) hath made a groffe revolt, 
Tying her duty, beautie wit and fortunes, 
In an extravagant and wheeling Stranger, 
Ot here, andevery where : Straight fatistic yi uſeltc; 
If the be in her chamber, or you: heulc, 
Let looſe cn me the Julticc of the (ta: e, 
For thus deluding you, 

Bra, Strike cn the tinder, Ho : 
Give me a taper, call up all my people: 
This accident is nor unlike my dreame, 
Pclceteof ir opprefſes mealready : ff 
Light I ſay, light. | | #3 

Tag. Farewell, for I muſt Itave you, | 
Ie ſcerus not meer, nor wholeſome to my place, 
Tobeproduc'd( as it I ſtay I ſhall,) 4 
Agaimtt the Moore, for I doe know the ſ}ate, 27 [0 
( How ever this my gaulc him with fome checke ) r | 
Cannot with ſafety calt him, for hee's imbark'd, | b 
With ſuch loud reaſon, to the Cipres wars, þ ; 
( Which even now-itands in a@) that for their ſouls, {a 
Another of his fathome, they have none F þ 

| 


Tolead their bufinefſe, in which regard, 

Tho I do hate him, as 1 do hells pains, 

Yer for necelity of prefenc life, . 

I muſt ſhew out a flag, and fign of. love, 

Which is indeed but.[:gn, that you ſhall ſurely fir.d him | 

Lead to the Sagittary the raiſed ſearch, : 

Aud there will i be with him. So farewell. . ; 

| wits 

Exter Brabantio i» his right gowne, and ſervants 
with arches, 


Bra, It is too true an evill, gone ſhe Is, 
And what's to come ot my deſpiſed time, 
I nought but bitzernele now Roderigo, = 


Where . 


$ The Tragedy of Othello 
\\ here did{t then ſee her ? O unhappy girle! | 
\Wick the !$oore [ailt thou ? who would be a father ? 
How didit thou know *twas ſhe ? ( Ofſhe deceives me 
Paſt thought, ) what ſaid ſhe to you ? get more tapers, 
Raiſe all my kindred, are they married think you ? 
Eod. Truly I think they are. 
Br.t. © hcaven, how.got {ke our? Q treaſcn of the blood; 
Fathers from hence, truſt not your daughters minds, 
By what you ſeethem aG : is there not charines, 
By which the property ot yeuth and manhood 
May be abus'd'? have you not read Roacrigo, 
Ot ſome ſuch things ? 
Rgi.. Yes lir, 1] bave indeed, 
Bra. Call up my Brother ; O wcald you Fad had her, 
Come one way, ſome another ; do you know 
\Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore? 
Red. I think I can diſcover him, it you pleaſe 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray you lead on, at every houſe ile cal!, 
T may commandat moft : get weapons hoy 
And raiſe ſomeſpeciall Othcers of might : 
On good Reoderigo, ile deſerye your paines- Ex-unt. 


Enter Ochcllo, TJago, and attendants with Torches. 

Jag. Tho in the trade ot warre, I have {1iin men, 
Y<t dv I holdic very ſtuffe o'th conſcicnce, 
To do no ccutriv'd murther; lack iniquity 
Sometimes tv do me fervice: nine or ten cimes, 
| had thoughr tc have jerK'd him here, 
Lnder the r;bbes. : | 

Ock. Tis bctter as it is- 

I;zg. Nay. but heprated, 
And tpoxe fuck ſcuryy and:provoking terms , _ 
Againſt your Honour, that with the litcle gollineſle f have, 
Tei tull ha-d forb-ar him : bat I pray fir, 
Are you taſt married ? For be ſure otthis, 
That the Maeritico is thuch beloved, © © 4 
And hath in his efleCt, a voice p«tcaciall, ; 
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Fe . Ye. 
The Mooreof Vehice. 
As double as the Duke, he will divorce you, 

Or put upon you what reſtraint, and greevances, 
The law(with all his might, to inforceit on,) 
Weele give him cable. 

Oth. Let him doe his ſpite, 
My ſervice which [ have done the Seigniorie, 
Shall ont-tongue his complaints, tis yer to know, 
\\ hich when 1 know that boaſting is an honour, 
[ (hall promulgare,l fetch my life and being, 
From men ot royall hight, and my demerits, 
May ſpeak unbonneted as prend a fortune 
As this that I have reach'd tor know ago, 
Fu: that 1 love the gentle Deſdemona, 
| would not, my vnhouled tree condition, 
Put into circumſcription and confine 


For the (cas worth, Emer Qufiio with lights, Officers, 
Fut looke what lights come youder? and torches. 


lag, Theſe are the raiſed Father and his friends, 
Yen were belt go in. 
_ £:h. Net], I muſt befound, 
My parts, my Title, and my perfect ſoule, 
Shall maincteſt my right by :; is ic they ? 

Ig. By Tamus | think» no. 

'Othe The ſervants of the Duke, and my Leiutenant? 
The gocdnefle of the night upon you ( friends, ) 
\\ rat is the newes ? ; 

C af. The Duke does greet you ( Generall, ) 
And herequires your haſt, poſt. haſt appeareance, 
Fven on the inſtant, 

Ch. What's the matter thinke you ? 

Caſ. Something torm Cipres, as | may divine, 
It is a bulincfle of ſome heate, the Galleyes, 
Have ſent a Gczen ſequent meſſengers 
This very n'ghrc one at anothers heels ; 
And many of the Conluls rais'd,and mer, 


Areat the Dukes already ;y ou have bin hotly cal for, 
\'-hen being not at your lobging co be found, 
The Senate ſent above thiee {everal! queſts. 
| B | To 
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To fearch you out. , 
Och. Tis well I am found by you,. .*Y 

I wili but ſpend a word here in the houſe, and goc with you 4 
Caf. Ancient, vhat mzkes he here? FB | 
Li Faith he to night, hath boorded a land Carriacr, + 

Tf ic prove lawtull prize, has made for vcr, L 
Caf. 1 doe not underſtand. | 2 
Ta Hee's marricd. 
Caf. To whom, - - 
Enter Brabant:io, Rode igo, azd others with Uigits * 


and weapors, 

Ix. Marry to--- Come Captaine, will ycu gae? 

O:h. Ha'with you | 

Caſ. Here comes another troupe to feck? for you: 
11. It is Brabantio, Generall bg adviied, 
He comes to bad intent> 

Oth. Bola, ſtand there. 

Rod. Scignijor, itts the Moore. 

Bri, Down with him thicie. 

Tag. You Roderrgo, come (ir, | am for you. 

Och. Keepe up yourbrig't {words, for the dew will cult em, 
Good Seignior you {hall more command with yeares 
Then with yuur weapons. | 

Bra. Othou foule thecte, where halt chou owed my daughtee 
Dambd as thou art, hou haſt inchanted her, i 
For Ile referre me to all things of ſenſe, ; J 
( It ſhe in chaines of magick were not bound ) 
Whether a maid (o tender, faire, and happy, 
So oppoſite to marriage, that ſhe ſhund 
The wealthycurled darlings of our Nation, * 
Would cver have (to incurre a generall mocke ) 
R inne trom her gardageto the footy boſome 
Of ich a thing as thou ? to fear, not ts delight : 
Judge me the world, if tis no groſſe in ſenſe, 
That (hou haſt praftifd on her with foule charmes. . 
Ava 4 her delicate youth withdrugs or minerals, 
That weakens motion : Iehave'r diſputed on; . 
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' Tis portableand palpable to thinking ; 
I therefore appreiher:d and Coe attach thee, 

For an abuſer of the world, a praAiſer 
'Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ; 

Lay holdupon him, if he do rekiſt, 

Subdue him at his perill. 

Oth. Hold your hands, 

Both you of my inclining, and the reft : 

Were it my cue to fight, I ſhould have known itz 
; Without a prompter, where will you that I goe, 
*; To anſwere this your charge ? 

1 Bra. Topriſon, till fic time 

Of Law,and courſe of direft Sefſion 
Cal! thee to anſwer, 
Oth. What it I do obey, 
: How may the Duke be therewith ſatished, 


\\ hoſe Melkngers are here about my ide, TT 
Lipcn ſome preſent bukinefle of the State, | 1 i 
To beare me to him, | , 48 
i Officer. Tis tus moſt worthy Seignior, a of 
The Duke's in Councell, and your noble tele, C | 
] am ſureis {ent for. | + ; 
Bra, How ? the Duke in Councel) ? | | ("WW 
In this time of thenight ? bring him away ; | F Wn 
Min«* not an idle cauſe : the Duke himſelfe, 14 | 


| Or any cf my Brothers of the State, 
a Cannot but ſeele this wrong as twere their owne,' | | 
2? Forifſach actions, may have paſſage free, | | 
Bc ndt'aves, and Pagans ſhal our Stateſmen be. Exexxt 


Enter Duke ard Senators, ſet at a Tableywith lighs 
and Attendants. 

. Dwke. Theres no compoſiticn in his newes, 
That gives them credit. 

1 Sena. Indecd they aredi(proporticned, 
My leters ſay,a hundred and ſeven Galliee, 

Ds. hel mine an hundred and forty. 
2 Sera, And mine two hundred; 
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Bit though they furp? not ona "Lt account, 
( As in Vitte caiis, wacre they ay me reports, 
Ti; oft with dilierance, ) v<t dhe 2t} conic 
ATwiÞ get, ard boating up tO CnFSe 
Du. Nay, it is polble en ugh to ludgement : 
I docn :t ſo iccure me 16 he errory 
Put the mayne A:ticlel age approve | 
In feartu!] (cnſe Emer a Meſſenger : 
Ore within, \\hat ho, what ho, what ho ? 
Officer A mciſenger trom the Galleys, 
D#, Now, the bu'inelic ? 
Sailer. The Tarkih preparation wakes for Rhodes, 
So was | bi report here to the State, by Signior Azge/s 
Dz. How lay you by this change ! 
Sexo, This cannot be by no aſſay of reaſun---- 
T:ts aPazcant. 
To kegpe us in falſe gaze: when we conlider 
The importancy ot C 3p-;:5 to the Trrke : 
And let wur {elves agains, but underitand, 
That as it more concernes the Tark, then Ro2zes, 
So may he wich more tacile queſtion bear? 1t, 
For that it !tar.ds not in {uch wa: lire brace, 
Who altogether lackes til? abilirics 
That K/ges is dreft in :; i; we minke thounhe of this, 
\We muſt not thinke we 7 rk? is fo untkilligall, 
Toleave that lateft which concernes him fiult ; 
Neglefting an at:tcmpt of cate and gaine, C 
To wake and wage ad anger profdetic. ; 
Dx. Nay, in a!l contidence hee's not for Rhodes, 
Officer. Here is more newes- Enter a 2 Meſſenger, 
Aeſ. The Ottomites, reverend and Tract. 't”, 
Steerin with due courle, toward thellle of Khodes, 
Have there injoynted them with an after fleer, 
1 Sez4 I, foT thought, how many, as yougueſſe, 
AMeſ. Of 30. faile, and now they doeretierne 
Their backward courſe, bearing with franke appearance | 
Their purpoſes towards Cyprus : Seignior Montone, 
Your truſty an4 moſt valiant ſervitor; 
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With his free duty recommends you thus, 
And prayes you to beleeve him. 

De. |1s certaine then for Cypres, 
Marycns Luccicos is not hein towne? 

1 Sena, Hee's now in F rence. © | 

Ds. Write from us to him poſt, poſt haſt diſpatch. 


Enter Brabantio, Othello: Roderigo, lago, Caſſio, 
Deldemona, a»d Officers. 


1 Sena, Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moore, 
Dx. Valiant Othetb, we muſt ftraice imploy you, 
Againfi the generall enemy Ortoman 5 
] did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 
We lackt your counſell,and your help to night. 
Bra. So did I youre, good your Grace pardon me 
Neither my place, nor ought T heard of bulineſſe 
Hath rais'd me from my bed, nor doth the generall care 
Take hold of me, for my particular grief, | i 
b Is of ſo floodgate and Wekicing nature, | (; 
| That it engluts and (wallows other ſorrows, 
And it is (till it felf, 
D#. Why whats the matter ? 
Bra, My daughtcr, O my daughter. 
All. Dead? | 
-Y Bra. Itome: | 
4 She is abus'd, ſtolne from me and corrupred, | | x 
; By ſpels and medicions, bought of Mountebanckes. 
For nature ſo prepoſterouſly to erre, 
( Being deficient, blind or lame of ſenſe, ) | 7 
Sans witchcraftcould nor. bh 
Dx. Who ere hebe, that in this foule proceeding 11 
Hath thus beguild your daughter of her (elf, | | "I 
And you of her, thebloody book of Law, © | | # 
You ſhall your ſelf, read in the bitter letter, | LE 


| =, After its own ſenſe, yea tho our'proper ſonne - 1% 
d £ o o | 1 
1.03 Stood in your a&ion. | "FL 
F Bra, Humbly Ithank your Grace V4 
| B3. Here I 
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TT. I2 The Tragedy of Othello - 
Here is the man, this Moore, whom now ic ſeemes 
Your ſpecijall mandare, for the (tateafta'res 
Hath hicher brought. s 
All. Weare very (orry for 'c, ; 
Ds. What in your owne part.can yon lay tothis ? 
Bra. Nothing, but this is. ſo, 
O:h. Moſt potent, grave, and reverend Seigniors, 
My very noble and approv'd good Maſters : 
That | have tane away this old nrans daughter, 
Itis moſt true: true, | have married her, 
The very head and tron: of my offending, 
Hath thisextent, no more. Rude [| am in my ſpeach, 
And little bleſt wich the ſet phraſe of peace, | 
For lince theſe armes af mine had ſeven yeares pith, 
Till now ſome nine moanes waſted, they have u1'd 
Their deareſt a&ion-in the tented held ; 
And littleof this great world can I fpeake, 
More then pertaines to teates of broyles, and battaile, 
And thereforelittle ſhall I grace my caulc, 
In ſpeaking of my ſelfe 5 yet by your gratious patience, 
I would a round unraviſh'd tale deliver, 
Of my whole courſe of love, what drugs, what charmes, 
What conjuration, and what mighty Magicke, 
( For ſuch proceedings am I charg'd withall : ) 
I wonnehis Daughter. 
Bra. A maiden never bold, 
Of ſpirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her motion 
Bluſht at her ſelfe pat, the in ſpighc of nature, 
Of yeares, of Country, credit, every thing, 
To fall in love with what ſhe fear'd to looke on ? 
It is a judgement maim'd, and moſt imperfeR, 
That will confeſle, perfeftion ſo would erre 
Againſt all rules of Nature, and muſt be driven 
To find out praGtifes of cunning hell, 
Why this ſhould be, I therefore vouch againe, 
That with ſome mixtures powerfull ore the blood, 
Or with ſome dram conjur'd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her, 
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The Moore of Venice.  : 13 
Ds. To vouch this is no proofe, 
Without more certaine and more over teſt, + 
Theſe are thin habits, and poore likelikoods, © = | i 
Otm.deine feemi: g, you preferce againſt him, | | \ |! | 


1 Sen, But Othello (peake, | 
es by indirc& and forced courles, 7 f | 
Subdue and poiſon this young maides affeftions ? = Va 18 
Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch faire queſtion, . 4 
As ſoule to foulec ator deth > & \ 

Orh. | doe beleech you, | -Y 
Serd for. the Lady to the Sagictary, | - 
And let her ſpeake of me before her Father ; K 4 

/ 


It you doe find me foule in her report, 44 
The truft, the Office, I doe hold of you, | 
Not onely take away, but leryour ſentence | 1 
Even falſupon my lite. | -, 


Da. Fetch Diſdemonahither, E xeant two or three. © © 
Oth, Ancient condut theny, you beſt know the place 3 
And till the come, as4ruly as to heaven 
1 doe contefle the vices of my bloud, 
So juſfly to your grave cares lle preſent, 
How I didchrive tn this faire Ladyes love, 
And ſhe in mine. | 
Du. Say it Othello. 
Oth. Her father loved me, oft inuited nt, 
Still queſtioned me the ftoryes of my lite, 
From ycare to yeare, the battailes, ſeiges, fortunes 
That Ihavepaſt; , 
] rat it through, cv:n to my boy ith dayes, 
Toth%very mom:nt that he bal me tell ir : 
Wherein I ſpake ct moſt difaftrous chances 
Of mooving accidents, by flood and field; | 
Of haire- breadth ſcapes ith* imminent deadly breach 3 
Of being taken by the inſolent toc, 
And fold to ſlavery ; of ary redemption thence, 
And portence in my t1avells hiſto:y ; 
Wherein of Antars vaſt, and Delarts idle, | 
Roughquaries, rocks aud hils, whoſe heads touch he:ven, 
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14 TheTragedyof Othello 
It was my h'nt to ſpeake, ſuch was my proceſle : | 
And of the Cr» als, that each other eare 3 * 
The Azhroeph.gic, and men whoſe heads | 
Doegrow bincath their {houlders: thele to heare, 
\\ culd D:ſdenns terioufl} incline; 
Brit (HI the houte aflaircs would draw her thence, 
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\Viich cver as {he con'd with haſt diſpatch, [5 
Shed come againe, and with 2greedy care X 
Devour up my dilcourle ; which | ob'crving, T5 


Tooke once a plyant houre, and found good meanes 
1o draw from hel a prayer of earnett heart, 
ThatTl would all my pilgitimage dilate, 
Vhereot by parcelis ſhe had ſomething heard, 
Put not intentively, I did conſent, 
And ottcn did beguile her ot her teares, 
\\nen I did fpeake of ſome diftresfu!l ſtroake 
That my youth ſuttered : my ſtory being done ; 
She gave me for my paines a world of {1gher; 
che {worel faith twas ſtrange, rwas pafling ſtrange: 
T was piteitull, ewas wonderous pittitull ; 
She wiſht ſhe had not heardit, yet ſhe wiſht 
That heaven had made her ſuch a man : ſhe thanked me, 
And bad me it I hat afriend that loued her, 
] thould but teach bim how to tell my ſtory, 
And thac would woe her. Vpcn this heatel ſpake ; 
She loved me for the dangers I had paſt. 
And I lov'd her that ſhe did pitty them. 
This onely is the witchcraft I have us'd : 
Here comes the Lady, | 
Let her witnelle it, 


Enter Deſdemona, Iago, and the reſt 

Da. I think this tale would win my daughter to ;-- : 
Good Barbartio, take up this mangled matter at the bef, i 
Men doe their broken weapons rather uſe, 2 
Then their bare hands. 

Bra. | pray you heare her ſpeake, 
It ſhe confeſſe that (he was halfethe wooer, 


De- 
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the Moore of Venice, 


' Deſtruction light on me, if my bad blame 


Light on the man. Come hither gencle miſtreſſe : 
Doe you petc.ive in all this noble company, 
Where moſt you owe obedience ? 
Deſ. My noble father, 

I doe perceive here a devided duty ; | 
To you 1 am bound for life and education ; 
My lite and education buth doe learne m2 
How'co reſpett you, you arcihe Lord of duty, 
Tam hickerco your daughter,But h-are's my husband : 
Ando much duty as my mocherſhewed 
To you preferring you before her father, _ 
So much muſt { challenge, that I may proiclle, 


' Die tothe Moore my, Lord. 


Bri: God bury, Thadones 1 1 

Pleaſe it your Crace, on to the State aftaires, 

I had rather to adopt a child then get ic ; 

Come hither Moore : | 

I here doe give thee that, wichall my heart, 

Which but thou halt already, with ail my heart 

I would keepe from thee: for your ſake ( lewell,) 

] am glad at ſoule, I have no other child, ; 
For thyeſcape would teach me tyranny, 

To hang clogs on em, | have done my Lord, } 1m 

Dx. Let me ſpeake like your (cite, and lay a ſentence. 

Which as a grecte or ſtep may helpe theſe lovers 

Into your favour. | 

When remedies are paſt,thegriefes are ended, 

By {ccing the worlt, which tate on hopes depended, 
To mourne a mitcheite thay is paſt and gone, | 

's the next way to draw inore miſchiefe on : 

W hat cannot be preſerv'd when fortune takes, 
Pa-ience her injury a mockgr makes, :1Þ 1! 1 
The 10b'd that ſmiles, fteales ſomething-from athiefe, 
He r:.bs him felfe, that ſp:nds a bogeeletle gricte: 

Era. Solet the-Zarke, ofiC;prus ut beguile, 

We loſe it not fo Jong as we can imile; . 
He beares the {erence well that nothing bears, 


T ut 
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But the free comfott, which from thence he hears : 
Burt he bears both the ſentence and the ſorrow, 

That to pay grictc, muſt of poor patience borrow. 
Theſe {ſentences to (ugar, or to gall, | 

Bcing firoug on both i.dez, are equivocall : 

But words are words, | never yet did heare, 

That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the Ears 
Beteech you now, to the affaires of the itate. 

Ds. The T»rk with moſt mighty preparation makes for Cyprus; 
Othello the fortitude of the place, is beſt known to you, & tho we 
have here a Subſtitute of moſt allowed ſufficiency, yet opinion, a 
ſoveraign miſtreſs of effefts, throws a more ſafer voyce on you ; 
you mult therefore be content to ſlabber the gloſſe of your new 
tortunes, with this more ſtubborn and boiſterous expedicion- 

Och. The tyrant cuſtome, moſt grave Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and ſteel Cooch of warrre, 
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize 
A naturall and prompt alacriey. 
| find in hardnefſe, and do undertake 
This preſent war, againſt the Orromires ; 
Moſt humbly therefore, bending to your State, 
| crave ft diſpofition for my wife, . 
Due reference of place andexhibition,, 
With ſuch accommodation and beforr,, 
As levels with her breeding. 
Ds. 1t you pleaſe, beet at her fathers. 
Bra. lie not have ic (0+ 
Oth. Norl. | Y By 
Def. Nor I, I would not there reſide, 
To put my father in impatient thoughts, 
By being in hiseye : moſt gracious Duke, 
To my untolding lenda gracious eare, 
And ler me find a charter in your voyce, _ 2 
\ Taſsiſt my fimplenrfſe,.- 7 
Dx. What would you Deſdemona? 
Deſ. That 1 did love the Moore to live with hien, = 
My down right violence and fiorme of F ortuncs,, bY 


May trumpez to the world; wy hgarts ſubdued, bs. 
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the Moore of Venice; 17 
Even to the very quality of my Lord : 
1 ſaw Otheltee's vidage in his minde, 
And to his honovrs, and hisvaliant parts 
Did | my ſouleand fortunes conſecrate. 
So that my dear Lords, if I be left behind, 
| B Moth ot peace, andHhe go to the war, 
 Therites for which I love him, are bereft me, 
 And[a heavy interim ſhall ſupport, . +8 
By his dear abſence ; let me go with him. « 5 W 1} 
Oth. Your voyces Lords: beſeech you let her will v \ 
Have a free way : | y 4 
Vouch with me heaven, I therefore beg ic not 4 # 
4 Topleaſe the palat of my appetite, 1 
14 Nor to comply with heat, the young affeRts % 
Fr In my defun&, and proper ſatisfa&tion, | | | 
32 But to be freeand bounteous to her mind, ? \ 
And heaven defend your goud ſouls that you think » 
I will your ſerious and good bulineſle ſcant, | \ $4 
For ſhe is with me ;---no, when light wing'd toyes, | MS. 
And feather'd Cupid foyles with wanton dulaeſſe, 3 4. 
ay ſpeculativeand ative inſtruments, v 
That my diſports, corrupt and taint my bulineſle, ? : 
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Let huſwives make a skellet of my Helme, 
And all indigne and baſe adverfities, 
Make head againft my reputation. 

Ds. Be it, as you fall privately determine, | | 
Eicher for her ſtay or going, the affair cryes haſt, 1% 
Aud ſpeed muſt anſwer, you muſt hence to night, p 

Def. To night my Lord? | 4 

Ds. This night. Oth. With all my heart. — t/-] 

Ds. Ac nine!'th morning here wee'l tmeet again; m7 
Othello, leave ſome Officer behind, \ M28 
And he ſhall our Commiſſion bring to you, 1 
With ſach things clſe of quality and reſpeR, 
As doth imporce you. . 

Oth. Pleaſe your Grace, my Ancicnt, 
A man he is of bonefty and cruſt, 

To his conveyance ] afligne my wife, 
C2 


Witch 
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With what elſe needfull your Grace (ball thinke, 
To be {ent after me- 

Dx, Liticbelo: | 13344 ' 
Goud night to every one, and nuble Seignior, a TL 
It vertue no dilighted beauty lacke,' | 
Your Son in Jaw is farre more taire then bl 3cke. 

1 Sena. Adicu brave Moore, uſe Deſdexona well. - 

Bra. Looke to her Moore, if chou haſt eyes to ſee, 

She has deccivd'd her fathex and may thee,, | Fxcunt... 

O:h. .My lite upon her faith Honeft /ago,.. 

My Deſdemona mult I leave to thee, 
I prethce let thy wife attend on her, 

| Andbring her atter in the beſt advantage ; 
Come Dcſdemona, | have but an houre | 
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Ot love, ot worldly matters and d:reftiong oo nn! 455 
To ſpend with thee, we nut obey the time. HE: 
Rad. Iago, Exit M.ore and Deldemons. T5 
Jag. What ſaiſt thou noble heart? 4 190 [i 
Rod. What will Id9e thinkſtthoy 2: ,, . ;:. tin f* a640 47 
lag. Why goe to bed and ſleepeyj,; Ju On 7 (ov * 
Rod. I will intontinently deawne. mp 1elfes | 4 X* 
lag. Well, if thou duct, I ſhall never love thce aſter it, Fe 
Why thou filly Gentleman, . | 2 
Rod. Ic is fillinefs to live, when to live is a tor nencand then we 3 
Have a preſc: iption, to dye when death is-our Poylitian' : 525 


[ag. Ovillanous,l ha l:oked&upon the world tor tour times ſe- £1 
ven yeares, and {ince ! could diſtinguiſh between a benefit, and an by 
Injury, I never fcund a man that knew how to love himſelfe: ere > 
Would ſay I would drowne my lelfe, forthe love a Ginny Hen, 1 
Would change my humanity wich z Babvone. IT x7 


Rod What ſhould T dS? I contels ics my thameto be (6 fond 3 
But ic is not in my Vvertue to amend it. RY: \ fy 
Tag. Vertue, atig, tis in our ſelves, that wee are thu, or FER E 
our bodies are gardens,to the which our wils a cegardiners Bhai, 1 
Tf wewill plant Nettles,or ſow Lectice,(et Iſop,and weed fe Titne , i 
ſupply ic wich one gender of heatbs,or diſtratt it with. ws gy fx 
ther to have it ſtrrill with idleneſs,or manur'd wich indu try. Ara P, 
the power, and corigible authority of this lies in our wils, Ir ed 1F: 
Bal-.. 


—— 
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the Moore of Veuice: 19 
Ballence of our lives had not one ſcale of reaſon, topoile anot!. F 
of ſenſuality ; the blood and bafeneſſe of our nataures,would con - 
duCt us to moſt prepoſterous concluſtons. But wee have reaſon to 
cuole our raging motions, our carnall ftings,onr unbirtted lu is; 
whereof I take this, that you call love to be a feft, or ſyen. 

Rod. Itcannct be. | © | 

lag. It is meciely a luſtof blood, ind a primiſion of the will : 
Come, be a man : drowine thy (c}te?:drowne Cars and blind Pup- 
pies : 1 profefſe me thy friend, and I'confelie me knit to thy defer- 
ving, with cables of perdurable tounghnetle ; | could never better 
ſteed thee then now. Pur mony in thy purſe. follow theſe warres, 
detcate thy favour with an uſurp'd heard ; 1 ſay put mony in thy 
purſe. It cannot be, the Diſdemn4 ſhould long coutinus her love 
unto the Moore,-- put avwny in thy puric;-:nor be histo her , it 
was a violent commencement, & thou (halt fee an an{werable ſe. 
quelteration:put Lut mony in thy purſ*..-- thefe Moores are chan- 
geable in their wils :---till thy purie with mony. The food that to 
him now is as Juſhiousas ] ocuſt,fhall be to him ſhortly as bitrer as 
Coloquintida:She muſt change tor youth; when thee is fated with 
his body, (hee will find the error of her choz ce; ſhee muſt have 
change, thee muſt, T heretore put mony in thy purſe: If thou wile. 
needs damme thy ſc]te,doe it a moredelicat way then drowning; 
makeall the mony thou canfſt. It ſan&imony, and a fraile vow be- 
ewixt an erring Barbar: m &a ſuper-ſubtle Venetian, be not too 
hard for my wits, & all the tribe othell,chou ſhalt enjoy her;ther- 
fore make mony,--a pox a drowningztis clean out of the way;ſeek 
thou rather to be hang/d-in compalling thy joy,then to he drown= 
cd and goe without her. | 

Rod. Wilt thou be taft to my hopes,it I depend on the iſſue ? 

[2. Thou art ſare of ne*-2gbe,makembhiy-<* Þ haverold thee 
often and I ceil the again, and again, I hate the Moore, my cauſe 
is hearted,thine has no leſs reaſon;let us be conjuniue in our re- 
venge againſt him: If thou canſt cuckole him,thou dock thy ſelf a 
pleature and me a ſport. There are many events in the wombe of 


\ Time, which will be delivered. Traverle, gO providJthy mony,ve 


Will have more of this to morrow, adicu-. 
Red. \\Vh:rethall we meet ich mo; ning ? 


Ia. Army lodging. 
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20 The Tragedy of Othello - 
Red. Ile be with thee betimes. | 
| lag. Go to, farewell :---do you heare Roderigo ? 
DT Ked. \\hac (ay you ? 

lag. No more of drowning, do you heare ? 

Rod, I am chang'd, Ile go (ell all my Land, 

Exit Roderigo, 

lag. Thus do ever make my fool my purſe : 
For I mine own gain d knowledge ſhould prophane 
It 1 ſhould time expend with ſuch a ſnipe 
But my ſport and profit : I hate the Moore, 
Andit is thought abroad, that twixt my ſheets 
Ha's done my office; I know not, it't be true--»= Y 
YctT, for meer {uſpition in that kind, b 
Will doe, as if for ſurety : he holds me well, 4 
The better ſhall my purpoſe work on him. 
C aſ5#0's a proper man, let me {ce now 
To get this place, and to plume up my will, 
A double knavery---- how, how---let me fee, 
After ſome time, to abuſe Othellpe's earc, 
That he is too familiar with my wite:; 
He has a perſon and a ſmooth diſpoſe, , - 
To be ſuſpeRed, fram'd to make women falſe; y; 
The Moore is of a free and open nature, of 
That thinks men honeſt, that but ſeems to be lo : — 
And will as tenderly be led bich'noſe---as Ailes are : "1 
I ha', it is ingendr'd : Hell and night | | 4 
Muſt bcIng this monſtrous birth to the worlds light. Ex. 


Aﬀus 2. Scend 1. 


Exter Montanio, Goverrour of Cyprus, with 
two other Gentlemen. 
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Mamie. | 
Hat from che Cape can youdiſcern at Sea ? | 
1 Get. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought flood. 
I cannot twixt the heaven and tae mayne WD 
Defery a ſaile, | AM, 
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The Mooreof Venice. 2Þ 
Aon. Me thinks the wind doth ſpeake aloud at hand, 
A fuller blaſt nere ſhooke our battlements : 
Tf it ha ruſſiand-ſo upon the ſea, 
What ribs of Oake, when mountaines melt on them, 
Can hold the morties,--- What (ball we heare of this ? 
2 Gent. A ſegregation of the Turkiſh fleet : 
For do but ſtand upon the foaming ſhore, 
The chiding billowes ſeem to pelt the clouds, 
The wind ſhak'd furge, with high and monſtrous mayne, 
Seemics to caſt water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the guards of th'cver fixed pole, 
I never did like moleſtation view, 
: On the enchafcd flood. 
Mon. If that the Twrkiſp Fleet 
Be not inſtelter'd, and embayed, they are drown'd, 
It is impoſſible to bear it out. 
Enter a third Gentlemay. 
3 Gent, News Lads, your wars aredone: 
The deſperate tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Twrke,. 
That their deſigment halts : 
A noble ſhippe of Yenice, 
Hath ſeen a grievous wracke'and ſufferance 
On moſt part of the Fleet. 
Aon, How, is this true ? 
; Lu The ſhip is here put in; © 
A Veroneſla, Mathae! C aſtio, 
Licutenant to the warlike Moore Orky/l, 
Is come a ſhore : the Moore himſclfe ac Sea, 
And is in full Commiſſion here for Cyproc. 
Aon. 1am glad ont, eisa worthy Governour.,.. 
3 Gent, But this ſame Caſio, tho ie {peak of comfort, 
Touching the Tarki)lofle, yer he looks ſadly, 
And prayes the Moore be ſafe, for they wereparted 
With foul and violent Tempeſt. 
_ Oe RN Wag | o4t9 
For I have ; andthe mani commanck + 
Like a full Souldier : Mags 
Lets to the ſea fide, tio, 


2 T he: 1r pa ride 


*X; well vo {ee the veſſel] has come in, 
As to throw cut our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till we makeche Maine and Ie all blue, 
And indiſtinCt nga; 
3 C cnt. 'Cetme;ler's dbe fo, 
For every nice is expetancy 
Ot more arrivanc:- Exter Calſlio, 

Caſ. Thankesto tte valiaue of this ile, 

That fo approue the M -ore, and let the hcayens; 
Give him actence agathittheir Elnients, | 
For [ have loſt him on che Dangerous lea. 

on. Is he well ({hipr ?: 

Caſ. His Parke is itoutTy timbred, and his Pilote 
Ot very cxpert and approv'd allowance, | 
Theretore my hope's ( not ſurierted tO death) "0 
Stand I in bold: >|; x toi : Enter 4 tay 

AMeſ. A aile, a ſaile, a alle; __ | 

Caf, What noyſe? | -g 

Aeſ. The Towne 18 my. one FORE 0 c : __ 
Stands ranckes of NE Saget cry a fai! e. eas #4, pled 

Caſ. My hopes doe ſhape him for the government, 43:4 

2 Gent, They doe diſcharge the ſtor of courteſic, ns: 


Our friend at leaſt, *© A EN | 
Caf, I ptay you fir goe forth gs gas 
And giveus truth, who tis that is ariy'd. 2p n$jop0 <a 
2 Gent. I ſhall. ak Karr 6 id) or nas? 


Mon. But good crane, ina AD, YL =o 
Caf. Molt tortunately, he ach pected phe | 

That parragons delcription, and wil, og 

- One that excells the aun bf ' DEDS 5 
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And in ane KEE oft ion, APIS 
Does beare ies 1 8E! wi who tas Fucin' 0 " UE Y 

2 Gent. Tis one 13. rot Geverall, |, TY fo Oy 
He bas had moſt favourable and ha ry FA 2 "_ mY + 
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the Moore of Venice. 23 

As havingſenſe of beauty, do omit 
Their common natures,letting goe ſafely by 
The divine Deſdemona- 

Mon. What is (he? 
| Caf. She that I ſpake of, our Captaines Captaine, 
Left in the condudt of the bold /ago, | 
Whole footing here anticipates our thopghts 
A ſennights ſpeed---great /ove Orbello guard, 
. And ſwell his aile wich thine owne powertull breath, 
That he may blefſe this Bay with his tall ſhipe, 
And ſwiftly come to Deſdemona's armes, 


Enter Deſdemona, Iago, Emilla,a»d Roderigo. 
Give renew'd fire, | | 
To our extinaed ſpirits : 
And bring all Cyprus comfort,--- O behold 
The riches of the ſhip is come on ſhore, 
Ye men of Cypres, let her have your kaees ; 
Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwheele thee round. 
| Def. I thankeyouvaliant Caf; 
| What tidings can you tell me of my Lord? _ 
Caſ. He is not yet arived,nor know 1 ought, 
But that hee's well, and will be ſhortly here. 
Deſ. O but I feare : --- how loſt you company ? 
[ within. |" A ſaile, aſazle. 
Caſ. Tize great contention of the ſea and skies 
Parted our fellowſhip: but harke,a faile. 
2 Gent, They give chcir geerting to the Citadel], 
This !;kewiſe is a friend- | 
Caf. Seefor thenewes: 
Go Ancient, you are welcome,welcome Miltrefle, 
Let it not gall your patience, good Lago, 
Thatl extend my manners, tis my breeding, 
That gives me this bold ſhew of curteſte. + 
lag. Sir, would ſhegive you ſo much of her lips, 


As of her tongue ſhe has beſtowed on me, 
| D You'd 


24 The Tragedy of Othello 
You'd have enough. 

Deſ. Alas! the has no ſpeach; 

Jag. In faith coo much : 

I find ic ſtill, for when [ ha leave to ileepe, 

Mary, betore your Ladiſhip I grant, 

She purs her tongue alictle in heart, 

And chides with thinking, | 

Em. You have little cauſe to lay (o.. 
Lag. Come on, come on, you are Piftuces our of dores- 

Bel!s in your Parlors : Wildcats in your Kicchins : 

Saints in your injurics : Divells being offended : 

Players in your houſewitery ; and houſewives in your beds. 
Deſ. Otie upon thee flanderer. 

Tag. Nay, it is true, orelſe Tam a Txrke, 

You riſe to play, and goe to ved to worke, | 
Em. You ſhall not write my praile. # 
lag. No let me not. 

| De{. What would(t thou write of me, 
If thou ſhouldſt praiſe me ? 
lag. Ogentle Lady, da not put meto 'r, 
For 1 am nothing,if not criticall. 
Deſ. Come on,aflay-- there's one gone tg the Harbor > 
Tag. I Madam. * 
Deſ. I am not merry, but ] doe beguile 
The thing I am, by ſeeming otherwile : 
Gome, how wouldſt thou praiſe me ? 
Tag. Iam about it, but my invention 

Comes from my pate, as birdli ne does from freeze, 

It plucks out braine and all : buc my Muſe labors, 

And thus ſhe is delivered: To, 

If ſhe be faire and wiſe, faireneſſe and wit : 

T he one's for «ſe,the _ wuſeth it. 

Def. Well praif*d-: how if ſhe be black and witty > . 
Ne a ſhe b "_— »andthereto have awit, nee. 
Shee'l find a white, that ſhall her blackneſſe fit. 
De(. Worſe and —_ ſe 
Em. How it faire and fooliſh? - . 
lag, She never yet was fooliſh, that was faire, 


hand 
4 : 
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the Moore of Venice. 25 
For even hey folly helpt her to an Heire. 
Def. Theſe are old parodoxc,to make fooles laugh i'th Alchoule 
What miferable pratc haſt thou for her, 
Thats foule and fooliſh ? | 
lag. There's none ſo foule, ard foolthh thereunto, 
But does foule prankes, which Faire and wiſe ones doe. | 
De/. O heavyignorance, that praiſes the worſt beſt : bus what 
praiſe could(t thou beltuw on a deſerving woman indeed ? one, 
that in the authority of her merits, did juttly put on the vouch of 
_ very malice it ſelte? 
lag. She that w.u ever faire, and never proxud, 
TTad rongne at will, and yet was never lowd, 
Never lackt gold, ard yet went never gay, 
F led from her wiſh, and yet ſaid, now 1 may : 
She that bring angred, her rzvenge being nigh, 
| Bad her wreng ſtay, and her diſpleaſure fiye ; 
< She that in wiſdome, never was ſo traile, 
F Tochazgethe Codjhead for th: Salmm: tails : 
Y She that could thinke, and nere diſcloſe her minde, 
- See Swters following, ard not look behind : 
' Shewas a wight( if ever ſuchwight were ) 
Deſ. To doe what ? 
Iag To (uckc 7ooles, and chronicle ſmall Beeve. 
Deſ. O molt lame and impotent concluſion : 

Doe not larne of him Emilia,tho he bethy husband: 

How ſay you Caſſio, is he not a moſt prophane and liberal 
Counſe]llour? _ py 

Caſ. Heſpeakes home Madam,you may relliſh him | 

More in the Souldier then in the Scholler- 

* lag. He takes her by the palme ; 1 well ſed, whiſper ; with as 
little a web as this, will I enſnare as great a Flie as Caſ79, I, ſmile 
upon her, doe : I will catch you in, your own courtſhip*: you ſay 
rruegtis ſo indeed-lt ſuch tricks as theſe ſtrip oy out of yourLe'u- 
tenantry, it hat cen bettef you had nor ri { your three fing,cts {0 
oft, which now againe, you are moſt apt to play the fir in ;very 
gord, well kiſt,andeexcellent;courtefie; cis indeed:yet again your 
fingers at your lips ? would they were Cliſterpipes for your ſake. 
The Moore, I know his Trumpet.” | © Trambet within. 
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Enter Gthello, ard Attendants, 

Caſ, Tis tincly (0. Dk 

Def. Lets meet him, and receive him. 

Caſe. Loe, where he comes, 

O:h. O my faire Warriour- 

Deſ. My dear Or7-llo. 

Oth, lt gives me wonder, great as my content, 
To'(ce you here befure me :O my ſoules joy, 
If after every tempeſt,came ſuch/calmeneſle, 
May the winds blow, till they have wakned death ; 
And let the labouring Batke clime hilles of ſeas, 
Ol»: high,.nd duck againe as low, 
As hell's for heaven; It it were now to dye, 
T*were now to be moſt happy4tvr I feare 
My ſoule hath her conten: ſo abſolute, 
That not anotker comfort, like to this 
Succeeds in unknown Fate. 

Deſ. The heavens forbid, 
But that our loves and comforts ſhould increaſe, _ 
Even as our daies doe grow. 

Oth. Amen to that,ſweet Powers : 
I cannot ſpeak enough of this content, 
It ſtops me here, it is roo much of joy: 
And this, and this, the greateſt diſcord be, keſe, 
That ere our hearts ſhall make. | | 

Tag. O,youare well tun'd now, 
But lle ſec down the pegs,that makes this muſique 
As honeſt as I am. = 

Oth, Come, lees to the Caſtle : 


Newes friends,our warrs are done the Turks aredrown'ds 
How dos my old acquaintance of this Ifle ? 7 


Honny, you ſhall be well delir*1in Cyprus; | 

I bave found great love among them : O my ſweet : 
I prattle out of faſhion,and I M—_ETT 
In mine owne comforts : I prethee good ago, 

Goe to the Bay,anddilimbarke my Coffers ; 

Bring thou the Maſter to the Citadel! : 


% # , 


He j8 a good one, and his worthinelſe, 


Doeg 


GH 


The Moore of Venice. 27 
Does challenge much reſpe&t * Come Deſdemoda, 
Once more well met at C Yeras. : E xeart- 

[ag. Doe thou meet me pre eatly at the Harbonr: come hither 
If thou beeſt valiant,(as they ſay,baſe men being in love, have then 
a Nobility in cheir natures,more then is native to them, )-- liſt me 


the Licutenant to night watches on the Court of Guard;tirt I wil 


tcl] thee this, D-ſdemons is dirc&ly in love with him. 

Rod, Wirh him ? why tis not poſlible. : 

lag. Lay'thy tingec chus,and let thy ſoul be inſtrufted : marke 
me,with what violcnce {he firſt lov'd the Moore but for bragging, 
and celling her fantaſtical} lies;and will ſhe love him till four pra- 
ting:let not the dicſcrcee©t heart think ite Her eye muſt be fed, and 
vv hat delight ſhall (he have to look cn the Divell? When the blood 
is made dull with the at of ſport,ther ſhould be a game to inflame 


it, andgive (aticy a teh appetice.Lovelynes,in favour, ſympathy 


in yeares,manncre,and beautics ; all which the Moore is detcttive 


in: now tor want of theſe requir* convenicncesrher delicate ten-. 


derneſs will tin{l it {elt abus'd,beginne to heave the gorge,diſreliſh 
and arbhore the Moore, very nature will inſtru her toit, & come 
pe}? her to ſome ſecond choyce Now fir,this granted,as it is moſt 
pregnan: &.unforccd pot.tivn, who ſtands ſo eminently in the de- 
gree Ot this tortune, is C'aſſio does?a knave very voluablezno farder 
conſcionablegthen in putting on the meere forme of civill and hus 


mane ſcemingtor the better compaſting of his ſalt & moſt hidden - 


looſe aticCtions : A ſubtle (lippery knave,a tinder out of occalions; 
that has an eye, can (tampe and counterteit advantages, tho true 
adavntage never preſent it ſelfe. Beſides, theknave is handſome, 


yong.l bath all thoſe requilites in him that fly & green mindes 


ooke after;a pcſtilent compleat knave,and the woman has found 

bim already, 

Red. I cannot beleeve that in her, (he's full of moſt bleſt con- 
ditions. 4 

[ag. Bleſt "gs end ; the wine ſhe driukes is made of grapes :.if 
ſhe had been b!ef?, ſhe would never have lov'd the Moore. Did(t 
_ not ſe hcr paddle with the palme of his hand?ded'fi notmark 
that ? | : 

Rod. Yes, but that was bat curteſe. 

lag, Lechery, by this hand:an Index and obſcure prologue to 
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28 The Tragedy of Othello 

the hiſtory, of luſt & foule thoughts : they met ſo neere with thrir 
lips,that their breathes embiacd together, villanous thoughts, 
when theſe mutualities ſy marſhall the way;hand at hand comes 
Roderigogthe maſter & the main cxerciſe;the incorrapr conclulion. 
But fir, be ycu rul'd by me, have brought you from Yerice; watch 
you ro night, tor command lle Jay* upon you, Caſio knowes you | 
not,lle not be farre from you,doe you find ſomeoccafion to anger 
Caſſio, either by ſpeaking too loud, or taincing his diſcipline, or 
from what uther courle you pleaſe ; which the time ſhail more 
favorably miniſter, 

Rod. Well. | 

Tag. Sir he is raſh,and very ſuddaine in choler,& hoply with his 
Trunchen may ftrik at you:provok him that he may,tor even out 
ofthat,will I cauſe theſe of Cyprys ro mutiny,whoſe qualification 
thal come into no true taſt again't,buc by the diſplaying ot C aſſo: 
So [hal] you have a ſhorter journy ro your defjres, by the meanes | 
ſbal thenbavero pre'er thuam,v the impediment,moſt profitable re- 
mov*J,without which ther were no expeQation of our proſperity 

Rod. 1 will do this,ifI can bring it to any oppertunity, . 

Tag. I warrant thee, meec me by and by at the Circadell;] mult 
ſecch his ncceſſaries a thore,--Farewell, 

Rod. Adue. 

Tag. That Caſio loves her, I do well belecve it ; 
Thar the loves him, cis apt and of great credit ; 
The Moore how be*., that 1 indure him not, 

Is of a conſtant noble, louing nature, 

AndI dare think,hee*le prove to Deſdemona, 
A moſt dear hut band, now Ido love her too, 
Not. out of abſolute Juſt, ('tho perapventure, 

1 ftand accomptant for as great a ſin, ) 

Buc partly lead to dict my revenge, 

For that [ doe ſuſpe& theluſtfull Moore, 

| Kath leap'd into my ſeat, the thoughe whereo!: 
Noth like a poifonous minera]l gnaw my inwards; 
Andnorhing can,nor ſhall contenc my ſfoule, 
Till I am even'd with him, wite for wife ; 

Or failing ſo, yet that i put the Moore, 

Ar lcalt, into a icatouae foftrong, 
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the Moore of V enice. 29 
That judgement can notcure; which thing to doe, 
If chis poore craſh of Venice, whom I trace, 
For his quicke kunting, ſtand the putting on, 
Hz have our Michael Caſſio on the hip, 
Abule him to the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 
( Forl feare Caſſio, with my night cap to ) 
Make the Moore thanke me,love me,and reward me, 
For making him egregiouſly an afle, 
And praQiling upon his peace and quiet, 
Even to madneſſe: ---tig here, buc yet confus'd ; 
Knaveries plaine face is never ſeenc, till ui'd. _ 
its 


Enter Othel'o's Herauld, reading a Proclamation. 


It is Othello": pleaſure, our noble & valiant Generall,that upon 
certain tidings now arrived, importing the meer perdicion of the 
Twrkgh Fleet; that every man pur himſelf into triumph ; ſome to 
dance, ſome make bonetires; each man to what ſpo.:c ....:! revels 
his addition leads him;for beſtdes theſe beneficial! newes,it is the 
celebration of his Nuptialls :So much was his Face ſhould be 
proclaimed. All Offices are open, & there is full liberty from this 
preſent houre of five, till the bell hath told eleven. Heaven blefle 
the Ifle of Cypras, and our noble Generall Orhelb. 3+” 


Emter Ochcllo, Caflio, and Deſdemona. 


Oth. Good Michael look you to the guard tonight, 
Lets teach our ſelves that honorable ſtoppe, 

Not to outſport diſcretion. | | 

Caſ. ago hath direQion what to doe : 
But notwithſtanding,with my perſonall eye 
Willl look toit. _ - 

Oth. 1ago is moſt honeſt : | 
Michael good night, to murrow with your earlieſt, 
Let me have ſpeech with you, come my deare love, 
The purchaſe made, the fruits are tocnſue, 

Thac profits yet to come twixt me and you, 


Good night, Exit Othello and Deſdemona; 
Emer 
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30 The Tragedyof Othello 


Enter lago. 

Ca/. Welcome lago, we muſt to the watch. | 

las. Not this houre Lievtenant, tis not yet ten aclock:our Ge- 
nerall caſt us thus early for the love of his Deſd:»w914, who Jet us 
not theretore blamehe hath not yet made wanton the night with 
her ; and ſhe is [port tor Tove. __ 

C.;/. She isa moſt exquiiite Lady. 

lag, Andlle warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Tcdeed ſhe is a moſt freſh and delicate creature. 

lag. What an eye ſhe has ? 

Me thinkes it ſounds a parly of provocation, 

C of. An inviting eye, and yet me thinks right modeſt. 

lag. And when the ſpeaks, tis an alarme to love* 
{ af. She is indeed pei teftion- 

Tag. Well, har; inciſe to th. ir ſheetes-+-+ come Lientenant, 1 
have a ſtope 0f wine.and here withour arc © 6-20 of Cyprs Gale 
larts, that would fainc have a mea/u-c to the 141th vttheblack 
Othello. 

Caſ. Not to, night, good Lage, 1 have very poor and unhappy 
b- aincs for d:inking:] could wel v it: cou tee would invent ſome 
ocher cultome of entertain: ment. | 

{:7, O they are our fricy./c,---but one cup : Ile diink for yoo 

Caſ. I ba drunk but one cup ro night,%X that was crattily qua= 
lied :00,and behold what innovation it makes here: ] am untor* 
runatcin tte intirmity,and dare not task my weakenetle with any 
MO TE» | 

L17, What man, tis a night of Revells,the Gallants deſire it. 

Caſ. V\ here are they ? 

Tag. Here at the dore, I pray you call them in. | 

Cf. Ve ao%, bur itdiflikes me. Ext, 

{ag. Tf1 can faſten but one cup npon him, 

With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hee'l be as full of quarre]l and offenee, 
As my young miſt. is dog; --Now my ficke foole ek 1 
( Whom love has turn'd almoſt the wrong fde outward ) 
To DeſJemona, hath to night carouſt 


Potations potiic d-epe, and hee's to watch : 


1: ec | ads of Cypres, noble (welling ſpicits. 


(Tha t 


Es. oe 


the Moore of Venice. 


( that hold their honour, in a wary diſtance, 
The very Elements of this warlke lile, ) 
Havel to night fluſtred with flowing cups, 
And the watch too : now amongſt this flock of drunkards, 
I am to put our Caſſio in ſome action, 
That may offend the ile 3 Enter Montanio, Caſlio, 
But here they come ; and others. 
If conſequence do but approve my dreame, 
My boate failes freely, borh wich wind and ftreame. 
Caf. Fore God they have given me a rouſe already. 
Aon. Good faith a littic one, not paſta pint, 
As I am a Souldier. 
Ian. Some wine hoe: 
Ard let me the Cannihin clinke, clirke, 
And let me the Cannthin clinke, clinke, 
A Souldier's a man, a life's bat a ſpan, 
why then let a Souldier drinke.---Some wine boyes. 
Caſ. Fore heaven an excellent ſong. 
Tas. llearn'd it in Eng/and where mmderd they are moſt potent 
in potting:your Darne,your Germane,& your (wag-bellicd Hollar- 
der, ( drinke ho, )are nothing to your Ergliſh. 
Caſe. Is your Exg/ih man lo exquilite in his drinking ? 

Tag. Why he drinkes you with facillity,y our Daxedead drunke: 
he tweats not to overthrow your A/maine;he gives your Holl,n- 
der a vomit,cre the next pottlecan be fild. | 

Caſ. To the health of our generall. 
Mon. Tam for itLeiutenant,and I will doc you juſtice. 
Ing O ſweet England,--- - | 
King Stephen was az:d a worthy Peere, 
Tis breaches coft him but a crowne, 
He held'em ſix >ence allto deere, 
With that he calld the Taylor lowne, 
He was awight if hich renowne, 
And thou art but of low degree, 
Trs prid® that puls the Countrey downe 
Then take thine auld cloke about thee.---Some wine ho- 

Caf. Why, this is a more exquilite ſong then the other. 

Tag. Will you hear't agen ? 

Cal. 
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Cal. No, ſor I kold him unworthy of his place,that dors thoſe 
things well, Heaven's aboucall, and there be toulcs that muſt be 
{aved- | 

7a. it is true good Leiatenant. 

Ca: For mine own part, no offdnce to the Generall,nor any 
man of quality, | hope tobe faved. 

7ag. And fodo I Leiutenant. 

Caſ-1, but by your leave,not before me; the Leiutenant is to be 
{ſaved before the Ancient. Lets ha no more of this, lets to our af - 
faircs ; forgive us our f1ns; Gentlemen, lets look to our bufineſſe; 
do not think Gentlemen] am drunk;this is my ancient,this is my 
right hand, & chis my left hand; I am not drunk now, I can ſtand 
well enough,and ſpeake well enough. 

All, Excellent well, 
Caſ. Why very well thcn:you muſt not think then, that I am 
drunke. Exit. Dt 

Mor. To the pletforme maſters. Come, let's ſet the watch, 

Lag. You ſee this fellow that is gone before, 

Heis a Souldier fit to ſtand by Ceſar, 

And givedirefion : and doe doe but ſee his vice 5 
Tis to his vertue, a luſt equinox, 

The one as long asth*other : tispitty ofhim, 

I feare the truſt Orhello put him in, | 
On ſome odde time of his infirmity, 

Will ſhake this Ifland. | 

Aon. But is he often thus. 

lag. Tis evermore the prologue to his(leepe : 

Hee'le watch the horologe a double ſet, 

If drink rocke not his cradle. 

Mon. T'were well the Generall wereput in mind of it. b- 
Perhaps he ſees it not, or his good nature Ep 4 
Praiſes the vertue that appears in Caſſio, 

And lookes not on his evills : is not this true ? 

lag. How now Roderigo, Enter Roderigo. 
] pray you after the Leiutenant, goe, Exit Rod, 

Mon. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard ſuch a avi as his owne ſecond, - 
With one of an as infirmity : | FP 


the Moore of Venice, 33 
It were an honeſt ation to ſay {o to the More, 
Jag. Not], for this faire l{lnad : 


Ido loy? Caſio well, and woutd doe much, He/p þ:/p,within 
To cute bim ofthis cvill: but harke what noyle, 


Enter Caſsio, driving in Roderigo, 
Caſ, You rogue, you raſcal). 
Alon. Whar's the matter Leiutenant ? | 
Caſ, A knave, teach me my duty : but Ile beat the Knave into a 


-wicker bottle, 
Rod. Beat me? 


Caf. Doſt thou prate rogue ? | 
Mon. Good Leiutenant ; pray fir hold your hand. 
Caſe. Let me goe fir, orlle knock you on the mazzard 


Aeon, Come, come, you are drunke. 


Caf. drunke ? | they fights 
Jag. Away I fay, goe out,and cry & muteny, Exit Rod. 


Nay good Leiutenant : God's-will Gentlemen, 

Helpe ho, Leiutenant ; Sir, Montane,lir, 

Help maſter, heer's a goodly watch indeed : Abell rings 
Who's that that rings the bell ? Diablo----ho, 

The Towne will riſe, fie, fie, Letutenant, hold, 

You wil be ſham'd for ever. 


Enter Ochello, and Gentlemen with WOAPINS» 


» 


Oth.what's the matter heere ? 
N70. 1 bleed {1il!, I am hurt to the death, he faints. 
Oth. Hold, tor your liycs. 

7ag. Holp, hold Lciutenant, (ir 24:4», Gentlemen, 
Have you forgot all place of fence, and duty : 
Hold, the Generall ſpeak:s to you ; bold, hold, for ſham?, 
Och, Why how now he, from whence ariſes this ? 

Are we tur'nd 7Tarkes : and to var (elves doe? hat, 

Which Heaven has forbid the Orramres : | 

For Chriſtian ſhame, put by this barbarcus brazwle ? 

He chat ©!-15 next, to carue for his owne rage, | 

Holds his foule light, he dies vvon his motion : 
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24 TheTragedyof Othello 
clone that dread/nll bell, ic frights the Ii: 
From her propriety : what's the matter maſters ? 
Honeft ago, that lookes dead with grieving, 
Speake, who began tais,on thy love I charge thee. 
1:n,] docnot know friends all bur nowgcuen row; 
In quarter, and in termes, like bride and greome, 
Deveſting them to &ed. and but now, 
(As if {ome Planet bad unwitted men, ) 
Swords out, and tilting one at others breſt, 
in oppoſition bleody. I cannot ſpeake 
Any beginning to this, peevith odds; 
And vw ou!d ination gloiiuus, Thad loft 
Thoſe legges, that brought me toa part of it. 
Oth. How came it Michael, you were thus forgot? 
Caf. ! pray youu pardon me, I cannot ſpeake. 
Oth. Worthy Montanio, you were wont be ciuill, 
The gravity and ſtilnefſe of your youth, _ 
The world hath noted, and your namels great, þ, 
In mouthes of wilcſt cenſure: whats, the matter, | fi 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And ipend your rich opinion,for the name 
Ot a night brawier? give me an{were to'r ? 
Mozw. Worthy Othello, Tam hurt to danger, 
Your officer Jagocan informe you, | 
While I ſpare ſpeech , which ſomething now offends me;. 
Ot all that I doe know, nor know I ought | A 
By me, that's ſaid or done amitle this night; 
Vnleſle felte-charity be ſometime a vice, 
And to defend our ſelves it be a finne, 
When violence affailes vs. So 
Oth. Now by heaven 
My blood begins my ſafer guides to rule, = 
And palion having my beſt indgment coold, + 
Aſſayes to leade the way : If oncel ltirre, as 
Or doe but litt this arme, the beit of you 475 
Shall linke in my rebuke : give me to know X 
How this foule rout began, who ſet it on, 
A nd he that is approv'din this ofence, 
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T be, Moore of Venice. 35 
Tho he had twinn* with me, both at a birth, 
Should looſe me ; what, ina Towne of warre, 
Yet wilde, the peoples hearts brim-ful of feare, 
To mannage private and domeſtike quarrels, 
In night, and on the Court and guard of ſafety? 
Tis monitrcus, Jago, whodegan ? | 
Mon. It partiality aftn'd, or leegue in office 
Thou doſt dleiver more or lefſe then truth, | 17 
Thou ar: mo {uu'dier. SF ol 
Jag. Touch me not ſoneere, Rt | 
5 I had 1ather b#this congue out of his mouth, | A 
ZZ Thcanit{iculd duc oft. uce ro Michael Caſsio: , 
 YetIper wade my {clte to ſpeake the cruth, | % 
Shall nothing wiong him. Thus it is Generall : X " 
Alont no ant my clte being in ſpeech, 
There cons a tcllow, crying out for helpe, 
And Caſ5:9 tullowing him with determin'd ſword, 
Tocxccute upon him : Sir this Gentleman | / 
” Steps into Caſsio, and intreates his pauſe ; | 
My ſelfe the crying fellow did purſue, | 
Leſt by his clamour, as it ſo tell out, 4 
The Towne might fall in fright : he ſwift of foote, | Y 
Out ran my purpoſe : and I returnd the rather, F\ Þ 
For that I heard the clinke and fal} of ſwords : | Al ſ 
Ard Caſs/o high in oath, which till to night, (t 1 
I ne're might ſay before : when I came backe, [x 
For this was briete, I found them cloſe together, (, 
At blow and thrutt, even as agen they were, | 
Whn you your (clte did part them. is 
= Moreofthis matter can [ not report, [ , 
But menare men, the beſt ſometimes forget : 
Tho Cafsio did ſomelittle woong to him, 
© As menin rage ſtrike them that wiſh them beſt : 
= Yctiurely Caſ7o,I beleeve recciv'd 
> From him thatfled, ſume ſtrange indignity, 
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Wa Oth. I know Lago, | XK 
* Thy honeſty andlove doth mince this matter, | = | 
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F 26 TheTragedyof Othdlto 


Making it light to Caſsio: Caſio, I love thee © 
Bur never more be Othcer of mine. 
Looke if my gentle love be nct rais'd vp : 
Enter Deſdemona, with others. 
I'le make thee an example. ! | 
Deſ. What's the matter? 


Oth. Aall's well now ſweeting : T7: 
Com away to bed : {ir, for your hurts, | = 
My ſelfe will be your ſurgeon ( lead him oft ; | 
7ago.looke with care about the Towne, | 
And fil:nce thoſe, whom this vile braule diſtracted. 
Com Deſdemona, tis the Souldiers lite, | 
To have their balmy flumbers wak'd with ſtrife, | 

Jag. What areyou hurt Leiutenant ? | 

Exit Moore, Deſdemona, and attendants, 
Ca.{ 1, paſtall ſurgery. | | 
Tag. Mary heaven torbid. | 1 

Caſ. Repuration, reputation, oh T ha loſt my reputation: =o 
I ha loſt the immoreall pare fir of my ſaltfe, |  : 
And what remainrs is beſtiall, my reputation, 4 
Jags, my reputation, \ 

ag. As] am an honeit man,I thought you had recei* dome bo- þ 


dily wound, there is more offence in that,then in Kpuration : re. 
utationis an idle and moſt falſe impolition,oft got tvithuut mer- 
it and loſt without deſerving : You have loſt no reputation at all, 
vnlefſe you repurt your ſelf facha leſer;what manzther are wayes | 
to recover the Generall agen : youare but now caſt in his moode | 
a puniſhment more in police,then in malice, evcn to as one would 
beate his offencelctſe dogge,to affright an imperions Lyon: ſue to 
him againe, and he's yours. 

Caſ. 1 will rather ſae, to be deſpis'd, then to deceive ſo gooda 
Commander, with ſo light,fo drunken,and indiſcreet an Officer, 
Drunke ? and [peake Parrat? and (quabble, {4 azger, ſiveare? and 
diſcourſe fuſtion with ones owne ſhaddow O thou ivnilidle £ pirit 
of wine ; chou halt no name to be konwen by, let ws call thee Di- # 

ao+ What was he that you followed with your {word: (vell, ' 
What had hedacto you e a 
Caſ. 1 Know not. g:-4 


l, 4 . 
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the Moore of Venice. 27 I 


Iz. Iſt poſlible ? 

Caſ.l remember a mals of things,but nothing diſtinitly,a quar= 
rell, but nothing wheretore. O that men ſhoald put an enemy in 
their mouthes, to ſtcale away their braines ;- that wee ſhuuld 
with joy, revell,pleaſure,and applauſe,cransforme our ſelves into 
beaſts. 

lag. Why,but you are now well enough:how came you thus 
recovered? | | a 

Caſ. It hath pleaſ'd the devil] drunkenneſs, to give place.to the 8. 
deyill wrath ;one unperfeCtnefle (hewes,me another,to make me 
frankely deipiſe my ſelfe, 

Tio ome,you are too ſevere a moraler;as the time, theplace, 
the condition of this Country ſtands, I could heartily wiſh, this 
had not befalne,but ſince it is as it is,mend it for your own good. 

Caf. I will aske him for my place again,he ſhall tell meI am a 
drunkard:had I as many mouths as Hydra,ſuch an anſwer would { 
ſtop em all;to be now a ſenſible man by and by a foule & preſcnc. | 
ly þ- OY inordinate cup is unbleſt,and the ingredience is $1 
a divell. | 

lag, Come,come,good wine is a good familiar creature,if ic be | 
well us dzexclaime no more againſt it; & good Leuitenant,I think ! 
you think I love you, | | jy 

Caf. I have well approv'd it (irg--I drunke ? [+ 

Tag. You,or any man living may be drunk at ſome time man : | bi x 
He tell you what you (hall doe,---our Generals wife is now the 'T 
Generall;I may ſay (o in this reſpe&,for that he has devoted and x 
given up himſelf to the contemplation,mark & devotement of her ; 
parts and graces, Confetle your felf freely to her, importune her, f 
ſhee*l] help to put you in your place again : ſhe is ſo free, ſo kind, | 
ſo apt,ſo bleſſed a diſpoktion,that he holds ita vice in her good- | { 
nes.,not to do more then ſhe is requeſted. This broken joynt be- : 
tween you and her hasband,intreat her to ſplinter,& my fortunes 
againft any lay,worth naming this crack of your love (hall grow 
fronger then t was before. . | , 
i! Caf. You adviſe me well. | 7 
t Tag. 1 pron inthe ſjencerity of love and kindneſſe. "If, 
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Caſ, Think it freely,and berimes in the morning ,will I beſech 
the vertuous Deſdemora, to undertake for me ; I am delperate | 
| of 
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23 1 be Tragedy of Othello 
of my fortunes, if they check mehere. 

7ag. You are in the right; 
Good night Leiutenant, I mull cothe watch, | 

('4/- Good night honeſt /ago. Exit, 

7ao, And what's he then, that ſayesI play the villaine, 
When this advice is free I give, and honeſt, 
Proba!ll to thinking,and indecd the courle, 
To win the Meore agen ? For tis moſt calle 


The inclining Deſdemona to iubdue, 


In any honeſt ſuite ſhe's fram'd as fiuirfull, 
As the free Elements : and then tor her 
To win the Moore, were't to renounce his baptiſme 
All ſealcs and ſymboles of redeemed lin, | 
His foulc is ſo infetter'd to her love, 
That ſhe may wake, unmake, duc what ſhe liſts 
Even as her appetite {hall play hz god | 
ith his weaxe funfion:how ain I then a villaingg 
To counſell C aſſzo co this parra!:. i! + 
Dice&ly to his good ? divinity «/ | 
When divells will their btacs ett 1s pu on, 
They doe ſuggeſtar firit wich heavenly thewes, 
As I doenow; tor whilſt this honc:: toole 
Plies Deſdemora to repaire his fortunes, 
And ſhe tor him, pleades ſtrongly to the Moore, 
Ie poure this peſtilence into his care, 
That ſhe repeales him for her bodies luſ ; 
And by how much ihe ſtrives to do him good, 
She (ball undoe her credit with:the Moore 
So w1llI turne her vertuc into x itch, 
And our of her owne goodnefle,make the nee 
That ſhall eneme{h them all : Enter P.oderigo, 
How now Roderigo ? | 
Red, 1 do follow herein the chaſe,not like a hound that hunts, 
bur one that filles up the cry;my money is almoſt ſpent, | ha bin 
co night exceedingly;well cudgelld;]I think the idae will be, (hal 
have io much experience for my paines,% ſo no money at all,and 


Jag. How poore are they, that have not Patience? 
| What 


the More of V entice. 39 
What wound did ever heale, but by degrees ? | 
Thou knoweſt we worke by wit, and not by witchcraft, 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Dos't not goe well? Caſio has beaten thee, 

And thou, by that ſmall hurt, baſt caſheir'd Caſio, 

Tha other things grew faire againſtthe ſun, 

Yet fruites that bloſſome firſt, will fire be ripe ; 

Content thy ſelfe a while ; by*ch maſſe cis morning ; 

Pleaſure, and a&ion, make the houres ſeeme ſhort: 

Retire thee, goe where thou art billited, 

A way I ſay, thou ſhalt know more hereafter : 

Nay get thee gone ; Some things are to be done, 

My wife muſt move for Caſs to her miſeris, 

Ie (et her on+ of 4644 I | | 
My felfe a while, to draw the Moore apart, s 2nd jd 1 
And bring him iumpe, when he may Caſiefind -, 4 
Soliciting his wife: I, that's the way, 

Dull not deviſe by coldnefſe and delay, |" | 


AGus 3. Seanagn, _ ft v1 
Emtey Caſfio, with-Muſrtias. | | f 


Caf. After, play here, Ewill concent your paines 
MER thats brief,and bid good Rem. Generall. 
They play, and' emter the C lowne. 
Clo* Why maſters, ba your Inſtruments bin at Nap/er, that they 
ſpeake!th noſe thus? | t | 
Boy. How ſir, how? | 
Cle. Are theſe I pray yon, cald wind Inſtruments ? 
Boy, I mary arethey tir. | 
Clo. O, thereby hangs a tayle. 
Boy. Where by haugs a tayle fir 2 | 
Cl. Matry4ic, by many a wirid. Inftrument that I know. But 
makers, hers money for you,, and the Generall fo likes ycur mu- 
12que, that hee deſires you for loves lakezto make no noyle with ic 
F Boy, 
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 . For. Well fir, wewill nor. 


C/o. if you have any mulique that may not be heard, to'ra. 
gaine, but as they tay, to hcare najrque, the Generall does: nor 
greatly Care. 26b8: »* IEEE ©1307 

Boy* We ha none {uch {irs [3 12 

\/o. Ther, pur your pps in your bag for le away ; goe vaniſh 
IntO Aire, away. | 

Caſ. Doſt thou heare my honeſt fricnd } 

Cs. No, | heaxe not your honeſt triend, Theare —_—_ 

Cal. prethee keep up thy quillers, ther's a hind; Peece, of gold 
for thee ;it the Gentlewoman. that attends the Generals wife be 
ſticring, tcl her ther's. one Caſo, entreates her a lictle favour.of 
ſpeach --- wilt thou doe:this 2? _ SEL 

Clo She is ſtirring far, if ſhe will ſtirre hither, I ſhalt ſeeme ton. 
tife unto her: er” 6. - | Emerlago.” ' 
Caſ. Doe good my friend : In happy time Jego. F xit Cot 

mn You ba not bin a bed then. + Ja F "08 

Caf. Why no the day had brokebefore weparted © (VV! 
I ha made bold Zagoto ſend into your Wite,-----my ſuie to her 
Is, that ſhe will vertuous Deſdemona, ,. -.. 7%. | " 
Procure me ſomeacceſſe.”” © — 20>» 0p Apia 

lag. Ie ſend her to you preſently, 
And Ile deviſe a meane to draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your converſe and buſineſſ R 
May be more free- Es = ER WY 

Caf. 1 humblyithank you for't * Fnever knew- 

A Florentine more kind and honeſt; | 
3 . Emter Emilla. © | <0 

Em, Good morrow Good-Leintetiarit; Iam ſorry. | | 
For your diſpleaſure, but all will foone be wells © 7 
The Generall and his wife are talking of ir, jb] 

And ſhe ſpeakes for you ftoutly: the Moore replies; 
That heyon hurt is of greac fame in Cyprus, © * 

And great Mniry, and that in wholeſome wiſedon.. 

He might nut bur retuſe : but he protefis he 6:44 12008 
Andnecds no other ſuitor bac his likings,* © -- JOU, i Be 
To take the ſafeſt occaſion by thefrone, 7 2G 
To bring you in. againe 
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Caf: Yet I beſecch you, 
If you thipk fir, or chat it may be done, 
Give me advantage of ſome brictediſcourſe 
With Defdemona alone. 
Em. Pray you come in, 
I will beſtow you where yon ſhall have time, - 
To ſpeak your boſometfreely. 
Caf. 1am much bound LO yOu. Exeunts 


Emter Othello, Iago, andother Gentlemen. , 
Oth. Theſe letters give [ago to the Pilor,, 
And by him doe my duties to the State; 
That done,l will be walking to the worked, F245 
Repaire thereto me. 
[ag. Well my good Lord, Ie do' t | 
Oth. This fortification Gentlemen, ſhall we le” c2? 
Gent. We waite upon your Lordſhip; Exeut. 


Exter Deſdemona,Caflio aud Emilia... 

Def. Be thou afſur'd good Caſſio, I wall doe: 
All my abilities in thy behaltfe. 

Em. Good Madam doe, | know it grieves my backend; 
As it the caſe were his. -+ 

Def. O that's an honeſt fellow;---doe not doubt mp 193 
But I will have my Lord and you againe, | 
As friendly as you were. | - 

Caſ. Bounteous Madam, | 
- What ever ſhall become ot Michae!C 1/to, 
Hee's never any thing but your ttue ieryauts S 

Def. O fir, I thank you you doe love my Lord. : ::; | 
You have knuwne him long, and be aflur'd, : 
He ſhall in ſtrangeſt, {and no farther offs | 
Then in a nv 0 diſtance. | Y 

Caf. I but Lady, | 62 ce iqr i 
That pollicy may cither laſt{o long, 
Or teed upon ſuch nice, .and \wareril diet, 
Or breed it ſelfe, (o out of circumſtance; 
Thac [ being abſent,and my place ſupplicd, 

F 2 


62 The Trapedy of Othello 
My Generall will forget my love an ſervice. 

De. Do not doubt that, before Emillia here, 
k give thee warcant of «by place ; affure thee, 
]t I doe vow a friend!hip, Ile performe it, - 
To the laſt Articlt my Lord ſhall never reft,, 
Ie wateh him tame,and calkehim out of patience; 
His bed {hall ſeeme a ſchooleghis boord a ſhrife, 
Ile intermingleevery thing he does, 
With Caſſio's ſuice ; therefore be merry Caſſio, 
For thy folicicor {ball rather die, 
Then give thy cauſe aways» 


—————— ———  — —— —— —  —_ 
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Enter Othello, tago, and Gertlemes. EY 
Em. Madam,here comes my Lord. © 
Caf. Madam, ile take my leave, 
Deſ. Nay ſtay,and here me ſpeak. 
Caſ. Madam not now, amvery Hl at cafe, 

Vaſc for mine owne purpoſe. LIES 
Deſ. Well,doe yourdilereiten, Exit Calſid.. © 
Tag. Ha, I] like not that. - ap 
Oth. What doſt thou ſay ? - | FOR 
las. Nothing my Lord,or t---Ikriow not what. 
Oth. Was not that Caſſio parted from my wife ? 
Lag. Caſo my Lord *---no ſure, Icamor think it, 

That he would fteale away fo gailry-lke. 

 deeing you comming. 
Orh. I doe beleeve twas he, 
Deſ. How now my Lord, 
I have been talking witha ſaitarthere, 
A-man that lan in your diſpleaſure. 
Oth. Who i*i you meane > © * - 
Deſ. Why your Leiutzenant Cafie, good thy Lord; 

If I have any grace or poweT to move you, 

His preſent reconciliation take ; = 

For if he be not one that truely loves you, -- 

Thaterres in ignorance,andnot In ctyx "50 

I haveno judgement in an honeſt face; / 

I prethee call him backe,. 


Oh, 


CT  ———— ——— 


Oth, Went he hence now ?» | ET 1 

Def. Yes taith, ſo humbled, V0 yl 
That he has left part of his griefes wich me, F 
To ſaffer with him; good Lovecall-him backe. 

Oth, Not fivect Deſdemom,ſome other time. 

Def. But (hal'tbeſhorrly ? 

Oth, The ſooner ſweet for you. 

_ Shal t be to night at ſupper ? 

Ot. No, not to night. 

De, To mogrow dinner then ? 

Orh, I ſhall not dine at home, 

I nacet the Captaines at the Citradell. 

Def. Why then to morrow night or tueſday morne, 

On tueſday morne, or night, or wedenſday morne, 

I prethee name the timme, but tet it nor 

Exceed three dayes ; I ſaith hee's penitent- 

And yet his zreſpafſe, in our common reafon, 

( Savethat they fay,the warrs maſt make exawples, 
Out of her beſt ) is not almoſt a fault, 
To incurre a private check ; when fhall he come ? 
Tell me Orbells : b wonder in-my ſoule, 

What you could aske me that F-ſhonld deny ? 

Or ftand fomam'ring on ? What Michael! e aſſio ?- 
That came a wooing with you, and fo many a time - | 
When I have ſpoke of you diſpraifingly, 

Hath tane your part, to have ſo-much to 

To bring him in ? Truſt me, I:could doemuch--»- 

Oth, Prethee no more, let him come when hewill, . , 
I will deny theenothing. 

Deſ. Why this is not a boone, + 
Tis as I ſhould Intreat you weare your gloves: 
Or feet on nouriſhing diſhes, or keep you warme, . Wi * 
Or ſue to you, to doe a peculiar profic - & | 
To your owne perſow:may, when 1 have a ſuite, | 
Wherein I meane to touch your love indeed, 4 
Ic (hall be full of poiſe and difficult weight, .. k 
And fearefull t be granted, | 

_ Cth, 1 will deny thee nothing, 
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' Whereon I doe beſeech thee grant me'this; 
To leave me but alittle ro my felfe. ' 
Def. Shall Ideny you2.no,farewell my Lord. | 
Oth, Farewel my Deſdemena,le cyme to thee (traight, 
Deſ. Emillia,come, be It as your fancies teach you, 2'/ 
What exe you be 1am obedient. . ExcuntDel. and Em. 
Oth. Excellent wretch,perdition catch-myfſoule, | 
Fur 1 due love thee, and when I love thee not, . 
Chaos is come againe, | Ur 
lag. My noble Lord, | 
Orh. What doſtthou ſay [ago ?,,, + | | 
Jag. Did MichalCaſſio when you wooed my Laily, 
Know of your Jove?...* | 
Oth. Ke did from firſt to laft:=--Why doeſt thou arke}2. + + 
Fas. Pur for ſatisfafticn of my,thought, | 229 
No turther harme. :3:153in i r1:ix'[:: | 
O:h. Why of thy theaght Tago ? j2if 
Jag. 1did not think.he had been acquainted wich her.” 
Oth. O yes, and went between us very. tte . d 234 
Lag. Indeed? ;..... ff mow nnd) $55 0907 6 cu 
Oth. Indeed ? I indeed, deſcern't-chou ougbrin that? > * 
Is henot honeſt ? Cons Lift: 9k 
lag. foneſt my Lord? + .Oth, Honeſt 2. Lhoneft, 
Jag. My Lord tor ought T know, .. 
Oth. What doſt thouthinke 2, --,; ||; ;: vlog vp ! j 
Tag. Think my Lord}: ..: im ot avill 07 1169 uo 21253 17 
O:h. Think my Lord,2.why doſt thoweechoeme, ' 1. ! 1] ff 
Asit there were ſome monſter in thy choughe, +: 
Too hidevus to be ſhown : Thou doſt meane tometbing;: 
l heard thee ſay but now thou lik'ſt pot that, : .; + 211 + 11 
When Caſo left my wife: whac didſt nogliket in (bl 2 4 
And when I told thee, he was of 9y.,counſelly 74 inn fy 
| Ia my whole courſe of wooing thou cridi indeed d 21 
and didit contra, aud pucie thy brow togerher, 


$44 


As it thou then had ſhut up in thy braine, 1 7 och oi | 1 

Some horrible conceit ;It thou doelt loye mes M200 Hint »d $155 5 

Shew me thy chought. © hain ad eh Mhinaugot in! 
Jaz. My Lord you know I love yags +, 11 
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Oth. 1 thinke thou doxſt, © = | 
And for I know, thou art full of love and honefly, 
And weigheſt thy words, before thou giv'lem breath, 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine'fright methe. more; 
For ſach things ima falſe difloyall knave, 
Are trickes of cuſtome; bur in a man that's iuft, 
They are cloſedilations, working from the heart, 
That paſſion cannot rule. + | 
lag. :ForMichael Caſio, 
] dare be ſworne, [| chink he is honeſt. 
Oth. I thinke fo to. 
 _ Jag. NVenſhould be what they ſceme» 
Or thoſe chat be not, would they might ſteme, 
Oth. Certain men, ſhoyld be what they ſeeme. 
1ag. Why then T thitik Caſ#io's an honeſt man. 
Oth. Nay, yet ther's more in this, 
F prethee ſpeake to me, as tothy chinkings. _ - 
As thou doeſt ruminate, and.give thy thoughts. 
The worſt of words,” . ©; .. wrt Es 
Tag- Good my Lordpardon me; © 
Though I am buund to every.att of duty, 
F am not bound to that'll ſlaves are free to, © 
Veres my thoughts : Why, ſay they are vile andfalſe: 
As wheres thac pallace, wherein foule things _ 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who has a breaſt ſo pure, , 
But (ome vncleanly apprehenſions..' .,* 1 
Keepe leets and Jaw-dayes and in feſlion fit 
What medications Jawtu?l ? | 
Oth. Thou dofſt conſpier againſt thy friend Jags, 
It thou bur thinkeſt him.wrangd, and makeſt his cate 
A Granger to thy chooghts, 
lag. I doe beſeech you,. | 
Though I perchance am vicions in my gheſſe, 
(As I confeſſe ie is my natures plague, .' 
To tpy into abuſes, andoft my italoulic 
Shapes fau!tschag are nor: ) chiat your wiſdome yet: 
From one that ſo imperfe&ly conceits, 
Will cake no notice, not build your ſclfea trouble, Ou 
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Our of my pore. and unſvre obſeruance z 
Je were not rye et, hor your good, 
N o r for my manhood, honefty, or wiſdome, 
To /ert you know my thoughts. 
a What doſt thcn micane? 
- Good name in man and woman (deere wy Lord) 
Is ihe Lmmediabs Tewell of our foules : ' 
Who ſtel es my purſe, ſtcales traſb,tis ſomthing, nothing, 
Twas mine, tis Nis, and has bin flaue to.thouſands ; 
But he that filches from me my __ name, 
Robs me of that, which nor inriche im, 
And makes me pooge i 
Oth. le know th 
Tag. You cannot, ift Ber. ny werein your hy ago 
hl tl 


Nor ſhall DOLL in my cuſtody. 
Oth, Ha ? 
Tag Obeware (my'Lo Lord) of lealouſie; 
Ic is a greem-e7d tho , which doth mocke 


The meat it {eeds on Wher Cackoldlivea in bliſs, | 
Who certaine of his wronger: by + 
But oh, what damned min 0k cells he ore,” 
Who dores, yet Joubr pets yet ſrcongly loves. 
Oth. © aorta, BY te wi ih 
Tag. Poore and'e tent $1 rich en > 
But Sch tineleffe, ixpoore jos 6rlh, "pe Lag F 
To him that ever fires h NG Are be poore : 
Good heaven, the ſoules of all -y cribe, "mend 
[From icaloutie. 


Oth. Why, ,why is s.this > FM : 

Thinkeft thou I'demake'a | tife has 
To follow ſtill the changes of the Moone 
With freſh ſuſpitiong?, No, to be once in doubt; 
Is once to be refoly'd:; : exchan Ee, me fora Os 
When [ ſhall turne the buſi neſſe cof my i 
To ſuch cxufflicate, and blown ne, ſurmi 245 
Marching thy inference: tis not ro make me TYEY 

To fay = wite is faire, fcedes,, well, Ioyes Company, 
| Is free of ſpeech, fings,playes, and danaes well ; 


(| 


Where 


TT ——————————— 


Where vertue is, theſe are more vertuouses 

Nor from mine owne weake merits willl draw 
The ſmalleſt feare, or doubt of her revolt, 

For he had eyes, and choſen me: No /ago, 

[le ſee before I doubt, when I doubc, prove: ] 
And on the proofe,there is no more but this | 


Away at once with love or jealoufie. h 
lag. I am glad ot it, for now I ſhall have reaſon j*) 

To fhew the love and duty that ] beare you | 

With franker ſpirit: therefore as 1 am bed | ; 


Receive it from me : I ſpeak notye: for proofe, | 
Look to yuur wife, obſerve het well with Caffe ; | | 
Were your eye thus, not icalous,nor ſecure, N 
I would not have your free and noble nature, +. 
Out of ſelfe-bounty be abus'd, looke too't : | 
I know our Countrey diſpoſition well. : 
In Venice they doe let Heaven ſee the prankes P 
They dare not (hew their husbands:their bc conſcience: 
Is not to leave*t undone,but keep'r unknown. 
wa _— 5 ſay _ Pay , | 
age. She did deceive her father marrying you , $;:4 
And hr the leem'd co ſhake and Fra. looks |  þ 
She lov'd them moft. 
O th. And fo ſhe did. 
i £0 too then, 
She that ſo young, could give out fuch a ſeeming. 
To ſeale her fathers eyes up cloſe as Oake, 
He thoughtewas witchcraft : but I am much too blame 
I humbly doebeſcech you of your pardon, 
For tog much loving you. 
Oth., I am bound to thee for ever. 
Jag: I ſeethis hath a liccledaſks your ſpirics. 
Oth. Not @ iot, not afot. 
Jag. Truft me | feave icthas- 
I hope you will conſider, what is fpoke, 
Comes from my loue : bat T doe fee you are moy'd, 
I am to pray you, not to-ftraine my ſpeach, 


Tog 2es, nor to larger _— 
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Tt hen to ſuſpition.-. | | | 
O:h. I will nory . | 
- Lage Should you doeſo my Lord, 
My ſpeech ſhould fall into vile ſuccefle, . 
As my thoughts aime not at : Caſſ's my worthy friend; | 
My Lord, 1 ice you are mov'd, 
Oth. No, not much mov'd, 
doe not thinke but Deſdemwn4's honeft, 
Lag. Long live ſhe ſo,and long live you to think ſo. 
Oth, And yet how nature erring/from it ſelfe. 
Jag- Ithere's the point : as to be bold with you, 
Not to affe& many propoſed matches, 
Of her owne clime,complexion, and degree, . 
Wherein we ſee in all things, nature tends ; 
Fie we may ſmell in ſuch a will muſt ranke, 
_ Foule diſproportion, thoughts unnaturall. 
But pardon me : I doenvr in poſition, . 
DiftinAly ſpeake of her.tho I may feare 
Her will recoyling to her better judgement, 
May fall to match you with her Countrey formes,. . 
And happily repent... 
Oth. Farewell, jf more : Ts 
Thou doeft perceive, let me know more, ſet on-- 
Thy wife to obſerve : leave me age. 
lag. My Lord I take my leave, 
Oth. Why did ! marry 7 This honeft creature doubtleſle | 
Sees, and knowes more,much-more then he-unfolds. 
Tag. My.Lord, I would I-might jncreat your honour, 
To ſcan this thing no further, leave it ro time, 
And though tis tit that Caſſio have his place, 
( For ſure he tills it up with great abilicy,) 
Yet it you pleaſe to-hold him of a while, 
You ſhall by that, perceive him and his means ; 
Noteat your Lady ftraine her entertainement, 
With any ſtrong or vehement importunity, 
Much will be ſeen in that, in the meane time, 
Let me be thought too bulie in my feares, 
( As worthy cauſe I hae, to feare Iam: 


And 
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And hold her free, I doe beſeech your howour, 
Oth. Feare not my governement. 
lag. I once more take my leaue. Exit, 
Oth. This tellowe'sof exceeding honeſty, 
And knowes all quantities, witha learned ſpirit, 
Of bumane dealings :If I doe prooue her haggard, 
Tho that her leſſes were my deare heart ſtrings, 
 Pde whiſtle her off, and let her dewne the wind, 
To pray at fortune. Happily, for I am blacke, 
And have not thoſe ſofc parts of converſation, 
That Chambereours have, or for I am declind 
Into a vale of yeares, yet that's not much, 
Shee's gone, lam aduizs*d, and my rellefe 
Mult be to loath her : O curſe of marriage, 
That we can call theſe delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appecices : I had rather be a Toade 
And live upon the vapor in a dungeon, 
Then keepe a corner in a thing I love, 
For ethers uſes : yet tis the plague of great ons, 
hes mp are they lefſe thenthe baſe, 
This deſtiny, unſhunnable, like death : 
Even then this forked plague is fated to us, | 
When we doe quicken ; Deſdemzoma comer, 6-54 
If ſhe be fals, O then heaven mocks it ſe!fe, 
He not bclccve it, 
Enter Deſdemona and Emillia, 
Def. how now my deare Othello ? 
Your dinner, and the generous Hlander. 
By you inuited, doeattend your preſence 
Oth. lam to blame, | | 
Def. Why is your ſpeech ſo faint ? are you not well? 
' Oth. Ihavea pain upon my forchoad heare. 
Def. Why that's with watching, t'wll away againe 3 
Let me but bind 'it hard, within this houre © | 
It will be wcll. | 
Oht. Your napkin is too lictle : 
Ler it alone, come j]c go in with you. 
Def. 1 am very ſorry that you are nox'wellL 


p 


” 
$- 
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Em. am glad 1 have found chisnapkin, Exit Oth,and Def. 
This was her firſt remembrance from the/Moore, 
My way waid hueband, bach a bundred cimes 
Woned me to'ftealc it, buc the fo loves the token, 
For he conjur*d her, (he thould ever keepe it, 

That the reſet ves it ever/mgre.about her, | 

To kifſe and talk to; {Je ba the worke tane out, 

And giv't Lago - what he'l doe with it, 

Heaven knowcs, not], ; | Enter Iago. 
I nothing, but to pleafe hisfantalie, - 

Tag. How now, what doc youherealone ? 

. Em. Doe not you chideg [have a thing for you, 

Lag. A thing tor me, itis a commem thing--- 

Em. Ha ? ; ; : 

lag. To have a foolith wite. | 

Emp. O, is that all ? what will you give me new, 
For that ſame handkerchicte ? | 

ag. What handkerchiete ? 

Em. What handkerchicte? 

Why that the Moore firſt gave to Deſdemora, 
That which ſo often you did bid me feale. 

Tag. Ha'ft ſtole it from her ? 

Em. No faith, ſhe let it drop-by negligence, 
And to the advantage, I being here, rooke it vp: 
Look, here it is. 

Tag. A good wench giveit me. 

Em. What will you doe with ic, 

That you have bin ſo caineſt to haveme'fetch it ? 

Jag, why, what's that to you ? 

Em. It*t be not for _ pu —_ of import, 
Give me't againe, poore 1] run mad 
When - thall ack Ys 

Tag. Be not you knowne on't, have uſe for it; --= go leave me: 

1wi in Caſio $ lodging loſe this napkin, ” 


; And let him tind it : Trifles light as ayre JO 
-= to CO confirmations : 
? s proofes of holy Wright, this may doe ſemerhi 
Ty | The Moore already changes with my poiſon, | 
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Dangerous conceits arc'in their natures poiſons, 7 © 4 OY 
Which at the firſt are ſcarce found to diltaft 
But with alittle a& vpon the blood, 
Burn like the mines ot ſulphur: 1did ſay ſo : 
Loo k where he coms, not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 
Nor all che drouſie firopps of the world, .. 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweet fleepe, 
Which thou Owedft yeſterday. 
Oth. Ha, ba, falſe to me to me? 
Tag. Why how now Generall?no more of chat. 
Or. Avant, be gon,thow haſt ſet me on the rack 
i ſware, tis-better co be much abus'd, #4 34 
Then but to know't a little, | 
Tag. How now, my Lord ? W 
Oh, What ſence had I of her ſtolenhoures of luſt : 
F ſaw't not, thought it notgit harm'd not me, 
1 ſlept the next night well, was freeand merry 
I found not C aſ5#'s kiſſes on kerlips 3 
He that is rob'd, not wanting what is tolne, 
Let him not know't, and hee's not rob'dat all. 
Jag: I am ſorry to heare this. £:1 
Oth. I had bin happy ifthe generall Campe, 
Pyoners, andall,;had taſted her fweet body, 
So.I had nothing knowen : O now for ever 
Farwell the tranquile mind, farewell contens; 
Farewell the plumedtroope, and the big warres, 
That makes ambition vertue-: O. farew: 
Farewcll the neighing Steed, and the ſhrill Trumpe, 
The ſpirit-ſtirring Dcamme, the eare-peircing Fite, 
The royall Banner, andal!l gunteys | | 
Prid.pomnpe, and circamſtance of glorious warre. 
And O ye mortall Engines,whoſe wide throates, 
The immortall over great clanamors couterteic ; 
Farewell; Othelbe*s Occupartion's gon- 
lag. Iit poſsible my Lord ? 
Orh, Villaine, beſure thou proue my Love a whoce, 
Be ſureot it, giue me the gcular proofe, 
Or by the worth of my cternall ſoule, 
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Thou hadft bin better have been borne a'dog, 
That anſwere my wak'd wrath. 

Jag. Iſt cameto this? | 
Or. Make me to ſce't, or at the leaſt ſo proue it, 
That the probation, beare no hinge, nor loope, 
To hang a doubt on : or woe upon thy lite, 
lag. My noble Lord. dee 
Oth. It thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 
Neverpray more, abandon all remiorle : 
@n horrors head, horrors accumulate ; ; 
Do deeds,tomakehedven' weepe; all earth amaz'd, 
For nothing canſt thou to damnation adde, greater then that, 
1ag. O grace, O heaven defend me, 
Are you a man, have you a foule or fence ? 
God buy you, take my office,--Owretched foole, 

That liveſt to make thine honeſty a vice 3; | 
O monſtrous world,rake note; takt note O world, 
To bedire& and honeſt, is not fafe," : 

I thanke you for this profit, and fron! henc2, 

Tle love no friend fince love breeds tuck © fence, 
Oth. Nay ftay, chow ſhould(t behon:ft 
Tag. I ſhould be wiſe, for honeſtic's a toole, 
And loofes that it workes for. | | 
Oth. By the world, | 

I thinke my wite be honeſt , and thinke ſhe is not, 

[ thinke that thou artjuſt, and thinke thou art not ; 
He have ſome proofte : her name that was as freſh 
As Diaxs viſage, is now begrimed, and blacke: 
As mine owne face : If there be cords; or knives, 
Poyſon, or fire, or ſuffocacing fireames, + 
Ile not endure it : would Þ were'ſatisfed.. 

Tag. I ice ir yowate eaten up withpaſſiong 


£ 


I doe repent me that Tput teto you; «> / 


_ You would befatisfed, 


Oth. Would, nay, I will. 

o lag. And nap Ss Wow _ ſatisfied my Lord ? 
ould you, the ſupervifion ly gape on 

Behold her topt? wer" bad ry 


Oth, 
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Oth. Death and damnation---oh. 
lag. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke, 
To bring.em to that proſpe& damem then, 
If ever morall eyes did fee them boulſter 
Mare then their owne ; what then,how then ? 
What ſhall I ſay ? where's ſacisfaQtion ? 
It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 
Were they as prime as Goats, at hot as Monkies, 
As ſaltas Wolves in ; ae and fooles as groſle: 
As ignorance made e : But = [ ſay, 
If imputation and ſtrong circumſtances, 
Which lead direRtly to thedooredgf cruth, 
Will give you ſatisfaQion, you may ha't, 
Oth. Cive me a living reaſon, that ſhe's diſloyall. 
Tag, I doe not like the office, 
But {ith I am enter'd into chis cauſe ſo farre, 
Prickt to't by fooliſh honeſty and love, . - 
I will goe one : I lay with Caſiolatdy, 
And being troubled with a raging cooth,I colud nod fleepe. 
Ther are a kind of men ſo looſe of ſoule, 
That in their ſleepes will mutter their affaires, 
One of this kind is Caſſio : 
In fleepe I heard him ſay. Sweet Deſdemona, 
Let vs be wary, let us hide our loves, 
And then fir would he gripe and wring my hand, 
Cry out, ſweet creature, and then kifle me hard, 
As if he pluckt up kiffes by the rootes 
That g:cw upon my lips,then laied his leg 
Over mythigh and ſrgh'd, and kiſſed and then 
Cricd, curſed fate, that gauc thee to the Moore. 
Oth. O monſtcrons, monſtrous. 
Jag: Nay, this was but his drcame. 
Oth. But this denoted a fore-gon conclufion, 
Tis a ſhrewd doubr tho ic Le but a dreame, 
lag. And ihis may he!pe to thicken other proofes, 
That doe demonſicate thinly. | 
Orh. Netcare her all to peeces, 


Tag, Nay, but be wiſe, yet we (ce nothing done ; 
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She may be boneſt yet : tell mebarthis, 
Have you rot ſometinzes Rene a handkerchicfe, 
Spotted with ſtrawberries in your wives hand , 
Oth. 1 gave her ſuch a one, rwas my firſt gifc. 
Jag. I know not that;butſuch # handkecchicfe 
] am ſure ic was your wiyes, did I ro da 
Sce Caſſio wipe his beard with. - * 
Oth. If'c be that. + 
lag. If it be that, drany, it was hers, 
It ſpeakes againſt her, withthe other provefs. 
Oth. O that the ſlaue had forty thoufand lives, 
One is too poor, too weake for my revenge; 
Now I doe ſeetis true, looke here Ngo, 
All my fond love.thus doe I blow'to heaven,----tis gon, 
Ariſe black vengeance from thy hoHow Cell, 
Yeild up O loye thy crowne, and hearted Throne, 
Totyrrannous hate, ſwell booſonie with thy fraught 
' For tis of Aſpicks tongues-- ' Beloneetes, 
Jag. Pray be content. 
: Oth. O blood, Jag, blood. 
Jag- Patience 1 ſay, your mind perhaps may ch ange. 
* Oth. Never Jago; 
Like to the Portick Sea, 
Whoſe icy current and compylfive courſe, 
Ne's feels retiring ebbe, bur keeps due on, 
To the Propentich and the Helle ſport : 
Even ſo my bloody thoughes, wich violent pace, 
Shall ne*re Jooke back, ne're ebbe to humble loye, — » 
Tiil that a capeableand wide revenge 4 
Swallow them fp, Now beyond marble Heaven, 
In thedue reverence toa ſacred your, 
I hece ingage my words. 
Jag. Doc nor rife yet: 
Wirnefſe the ever-burning lighes above, 
You Elements that cHpus round about; 
Wicneſle that here, 1.go doth giveup 
The execution of his wit, hand, tieart, 
To wrong'd Othellee's ſerrice-: fethim command. 


* 
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Oth. I greet thy love; 


lag. My friend is dead: 


| m—_—_— je 
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And to obey, ſhall be in me remorſe, | 
What bloody worke ſo ever, 


Not with vaine thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inſtant put the to't, 

Within thee three dayes, let me heare chee ſay, 

That Caſ/io's not alive. 


Tis done as you requeſt, but let her live. 


lag, Dam her lewd minks ; O dam her, 


Come goe with me apart, I will withdraw, 

To furniſh me with ſome ſwift meanes of death, 

For the faire devill : now art thou my Leivtenant» 
[ag. Iam your owne for ever. 


Exenn 


Enter Deſdemonay Emilla a»d ihe Clown, 


 Deſ. Doe you know lirra, where the Leiutenant Caſſis lies ? 


Clo. I dare not fay he lies any where. 


Deſ. Why man? | 


Clo. He is a Souldier,& for one to ſay a Souldier licyis ſtabbing. 


Deſ. Go to where lodges he ? 
Clo. To tell you where helodges, is to tell you where I lie« 


Def. Can any thing be made of this ? 
Clo. I know not wherehe lodges, & for me to deviſe a lodging, 


And ſay he lyes there, were to lie in mine owne throate. 


Deſ. Can you enquire him out, and <dified by report ? 
Clo. I will cathechize the world for hinythat is, make queſti ons, 


And make them anſwer. 


Def. Seeke him,bid him come hither;tel! him I have moved my 


Lord in his behalfe, and hopeall will be well. 


Clo. To do this,is within the compaſs of mans wit and there- 


fore Ile attempt che doing of it. 


Exit. 


Def. Where ſhould I looſe that handkerrchiefe EmiBia ? 


Em, 1 know not Madam. 


' 


Deſ. Beleeve me, I had racher loo 


ſe my purſe 


Full of Cruſadoes; and but my noble Moore 
Is true of mind, and:made of no ſuch -baſenefſe, 
As jealous creatures age, it were enough | 


H 
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To pit him toll chinkings.- 11. 1 


Fm. 1s le not jealous ? 


b F Deſ. Who he ? | thinke the Sun where he was borne, 


D 


s | | Drew all fuci: hurnv+'s trom him | Enter Othello. . 
L & 3; { S 
= 1 - Em. Looke whcre he comes. 
-{. F | Deſ. I will not leave hintnows: | LET | 
A: | y $4 Till Caſſis be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 
B56: Oth. Well my good Lady ; O hardnefle to ditſemble ; 
ll | ; How doe you Deſdewona ? 


1 Def. Well, my good 'Lord- 
1 Oth. Give me your band, this hand is moiſt my Lady. 
3 ; Deſ. It yet has felt ho age, nor knowne no ſorrow, 
} Oth. This argues fruitfulnefſe and liberall heare, 
| Hot, hot, and moyſt, this band of yours requires 
| | av, | A ſequeſter from liberty : faſting and praying, 
ET-IT7% . Much caſtigation, exercife devared 3 | 
41 For here's a young and {weatic deyill here, 
( That commonly rebels :tis a good hand, 
: A franke one. - | 
Pans __ Def, You may indeed ſay ſo, : 
#3 For twas that hand that gaye away my heart. 
|  Oth. Aliterall hand, the hearts ot old gave hands, 
; k But our new herraldry is hands not hearts: : - | 
INE De. Tcannt ſpeake of this z come now your promile. 
\ Mer Oth. What promiſe chucke ? 
1 Deſ. I have ſent to bid Caſſio come ſpeake with you. 
[ Oth. Thave a falr and ſullen rhume offends me, * 
[i 
f 


er SEIRITES SPRACHE: 


Lend me thy handkerchiefe, | : 
Deſ. Herg my Lord, : 
Oth. Thar whick I gave you. ; 
Deſ. I have it not about me. 1 
Oth. Not. | | F 
- _ Thavs a fault : that handkerchiefe | 
an Zgyrian to my mother give; 
She was a "; vaaiag d could go read 
The thoughts of people zthe told het while ſhe keptic, 
T would make her amigble, agd fabdacwy father, © 


% 
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Intierly to her love: But if ſhe loſt it, 
Or made a gift of it ; my fathers eye- AC. 
Should hold her loathed, and his ſpirits ſhould hunx 
After new fancies ; She dying, gave it me, 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it her ; I did fo, and take heede'6n't; 
Make it a datling, like yourpretions eye; / {I 
Toloſe, or give's away, wereſuch predi&ion , | 
As nothing elſe could match. if 

Deſ. Tit poflible? POPE PADHENE 
Oth, Tis true, ther's icke in the web of is, | 

ASybel] that had numbered in the worldz\ © 7 
The Sun to courſe two hundred compalles, ' | 


| In her prophetique fury, owed the worke : 


The wormes werehollowed that did breed the filke, 
And it was died in Mommy, with the ſkilfull 


Conſerve of Maidens hearts. 


Deſ Indeed, I'ſt true? | 
Oth. Moſt veritable, therefore look to't well, 
Deſ. Then would to God that I had never ſeene it, 
Orh. Ha, wherefore ? 
Deſ. Why doe you ſpeake fo ſtartingly and raſh ? 
Orh, Titloſt ? i'it gone ? ſpeake, is it out 0*the way ? 
Deſ. Blefle vs. 
Oth. Say you? 
Def. Ir is not loſt, but what and ific were? 
Oth. Ha. | 
Def. I ſay it is not loſt. 
 Oth, Fetch't, let me ſee it. on 
Deſ. Why ſo I can fir, but I will not now, 
This is a tricke, to put me from my ſuite, 
I pray let Caſſio be receiv*d againe. 
Orh, Ferch me that handkerchicfe, nry mind miſgivess 
Deſ. Come, come, you'l never micet 4 more ſufficient man- 
Oth. Thehandkerchiefe. '' * © | 
Deſ. A man, that all hiscime | 
Hath ſounded good fortunes on your love, 


Shar'd dangers withgou, 
H z Oth, 


——— —— 
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Oth. The handkerchiefe. 

Def. In ſooth you are to blaine, - 

Oth, Away, ''' - 1 1 
' Ems. Isnot this man jealous ? 

Deſ. I nere ſaw this before: * 
Sir ther's ſome wonder inthis handkerebicte, 
lam moſt un happy in the Joſle ofit-, | || 

Enos lago and Caſlio. 

Em, Tis nota yeare or two ſhewes us a man, 
They are all but ftomacks, and we all but foode; 
They cate us hungerly, and when. they ace full ; 
They belch us ; looke you, C//iv and my bu-bands 

Tag. There is no other way, tis ſhe muſt doe it, 
And loe the happinefle, goe, and importune her. 

Deſ. How now good Caſſie, whats thenewes with you > 

Caſ. Madam, my former ſuit : I doe beſeech you, 
That by your vertuous means, I doe beſeech you : 
Exift, and be a member of hls love, 
Whoml .with all the office of all my heart, 
Intirely honour, I would nat be delayde : 
If my offence be of ſuch morta[l kind, : 
That not my ſecruice paſt, nor preſent ſorrowes, | ; 


Exit. 


| Nor purpor'd merit in futurity, 


Can ranſome me into his love againe, 
Bat to know ſo, muſt be my benefie, 
$o ſhall I cloath me in a forc'd content, 
And ſhut my ſelfe up in ſom other courſe, 
To fortune almer. 

Def. Alas thrice gentile Caſo, 
My advacation is not now in tune; 
My Lord is not my Lord,nor ſheuld Iknow him, 
Were he in fauour, as in humor altr'd; 
So help me, every ſpicit ſanRified 
As1 have ſpoken for you all my beft 
And ftoop witkin the blanke of his dif] pleaſure, 
For my fre ſpeech : you muſt a while, be pacting 
What I can doeI will, and more I will 
Thea for wy (elle I dave, Tet thag ſultice you, 
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Tag. is my Lord angry ? 

'Ems., He went hence but now, 
And certainly in ſtrange unquietnefſle. | 

Tag. Can he be angry ? I have ſcene the Cannon, 
When it hath blowne his rankes inco the ayre; 
And (like the deuill) from his very arme, 
Puft his owne brother, and can he be angry ? 
Something of momentthen ; I will goe and meet him, 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. 

Def. } prethee doe fo mas _—— of State, 
Either from Yerice, or ſom vnhatchet prafttice, 
Made demonſtrable here in Cipres to him. 


' Hath pulld hiscleere ſpirit, and in ſuch caſes, 


Mens naturs wrangle with inferior things, 
The great ones are the obiet, 
Tis even fo ; for let our finger ake, 
And it endures our other healthfull members, 
Even co that ſenſe of paine; nay, we muſt thinke, 
Men are net gods, 
Nor of them looke for ſuch oblervances 
As fits the Bridal! : beſhrew'me much Emilia, 
I was (unhandſome warriour as {| am) 
Arraingning his unkinkneſſe with my ſoule ; 
But now I finde, I had ſubborne the witneſle, 
And hee's indited falſly. 

Ems. Pray haeven it be State matters as you thinke, 
And no conception, nor no jealous toF# 
Concerning you, 

Def. Alas the day, I never gaue himcaule; 

Em. But jealous ſoules will not be anſwerd ſo, 
They are not ever ;e:lous for the cauſe, 
But jealous for they are jealous : tis a monſter, 
m_ unto it felfe,borne on it ſelte. 

| Def, Heaven keepethat monſter from Othel's's minde, 
Em. Lady, Amen. 

Deſ. 1 will goe {eeke him, Caſio walke here about, _ 
If I doe finde him fity Ie move your ſuite, Exeunt Deſil- 
And ſeeke to effe& it to my utmoſt, ard Emilia: 

H 
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Caſ, 1 humbly thanke your Ladifhip- | Emter Bianca. 
L Bia, Save you triend Caſſio, n | Sn | 
8 Caf. What make you fronrhomie ? /{ $5ck BY Yd 
'Þ How is it with you moſt faiceBianca #' | , 
4 Indeed fweet love 1 was going to your honfe. 
—: Bia. And | was going to your lodging Caſio ; 
/ by What keepe a weeke away! {ever dayes and nights, 
© - bi Eightſcore cight hours, and loversabſenc hours, 
i: " More tedious chen the diall, eightfcore times: 
[ | 0 Oh weary reckning ! 
, Caſ- Pardon me Branca, 
4 I have chis while with leaden thoughbrs bin preſt, © . 
£1 Bac | ſhall. in a more continuate : of time, 
3 Strike off this ſcore of abſence: ſweet Branca, 
Take me this worke out. 

Bia. Oh Caſſio,whenee came this'? 
This is ſome token fromanewer friend 

7 38 To the felt abſence, now I teele a cauſe, 
; V'R come to this ? well, well, 
© $1 Caſ. Goto woman, 
"5588 | Throw your vile gueſſes iu (ue dcvills teeth, 

' T- | From whence you have them, you are jealous now, 
Wi Thar this is from ſome Miftris,ſome remembrance, 
No in good troth Bianca, 

Bia. Why, whoſe is it ? 

Caſ. I knew not ſweer, I found it in my chamber, 
I like the worke well, ere it be demanded, 


_ 
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1 As like enough it will, Ide have it coppied, 
| f [4 Take it, and do't,, and leave me for this time. 
(1 Bia. Leave you, wheretore ? 
Cafe. 1doe attend here on the Generall, _ 


And thinke it no addition, nor my wiſh, 
Tohavehim ſee me woman'd, 
Bia. Why 1 pray you? 
Caſ. Not that I love you not. 
Bta. But that you doe not love me : 
I pray you bring me cn the way alittle, 
And ſay, it I tall fee you ſoone at night. 


Caf, 


Cal. Tis but a little Way that'T ear by WII"? 
For [ attend here, bue He fee you Kerry, AY ts 
Bia, Tis very good, I muſt be circumBtanc'd. Brunt. 


Aus 4. Scena 1, 


Enter Tago and Othello. ? | | 


lag. T1] you think fo ? 
Oth. Think ſo lags. 
Lag. What to kifle in private? | 


Oth. An unauthoriz'd kifſe, - 
Tag, Or to be naked with her friend abed, 
An houre, or more, not meaning any harme ? 
 Oth. Naked abed Tags; and not meane harme ? 
'F is hipocriſie againſt the devill : 
They that meane yertuouſly, and yer doe ſo, 
The devill their vertue tempts, and they tempt heaven. | 
Jags So they doe nothing, ris a veniall (lip ; 
But it I give my wife a bandGerchiefe, 
Oth, What then ? 
"Jag. Why then tis hers my Lord, and being hers, 
She may I think beſtow*r on any man. * 
Oth. Sheis prote&refſe of her honour too, 
May the give that ? | 
Tor. Her honour is an effence that's not ſeene, 
They bave it very oft, that have ir not : 
But for the handkerchief. 
Oth, By heaven, I weuld moſt gladly have forgo it : 
T hou ſaidft (O it comes ore my memory, 
As doth the Raven o'rethe infe&ted houfe, 
Boding to all. ) He had my handkerchiefe , 
Fag. I, what of that ? 
Oth. T hat's not ſo good now. 
Zag. What If] had ſaid had feen him doe you wrong ? 
Or heard him ty, ( asknaves be ſuch abroad, 
Who having by their owne imporcumatefuire, 


——— —- " : 


*62 The Tragedy of Othells 


Oc voluntary dotage of ſome miſiris, 
Conjured,or _—_ them, cannotchuſe, 
But they muſt blab. | 

Oth, Kath he ſaid any thing ? 

Lag. He hath my Lord, butbe you well affar'd, 

No more then het] unſweare. + 
Oth. What hath he ſaid ? | 
lag. Why that he did--- I know not what he did, 

Oth. What ? Jags, Lye- 

-O:th, With her ? he” 

lag. With her, on her, what you will, & 

Orh. Lie with her,licon her? We ſay lie on her, wen they bely 
her;lye with her, that's fulſome,handkerchiefs, confei}jon, hand- 
kerchiefs:to confe(s,and be hanged for his labor,firſt to be hang'd 
and then to confeſs;1 cremble at it ; Nature would not inveſt her- 
ſelfe in ſuch ſhadowing paſſion, without ſome inſtruRion: lr is not 
words that ſhakes me thus,(piſh) noſes,cares and lips;Is't poftible? 
confefle ? handkerchiefe ? O devill, Fakes is 4 trance, 
| Jag. Workeon my medicine, worke:thus credulous foo les are 

caught,and many worthy & chaſt Dames,even thus(all guilcleſs) 
meet reproch : What homy Lord, my Lord I ſay, Othello, ---how 
now Caſſis ? Emter Caflio. 

Caſ. Whats the matter ? 

lag. My Lord is falne into an Epilepſy, 

This is his ſecond fit he had one yeſterday. 

Caſ. Rub him about che temples. 

Tag- no for bare, , | 
The Lathargic muſt have quiet courſe, 

If not he foames at mouth and by and by 

Breakes out to ſavage madneſſe: look he ftarres : 

Doe you withdraw your ſelfe a little while, - 

He will recover ſtraight ; when he is gon, 

I wouldon great occaſion ſpake with you. 

How is it Generall have you not hurt your head ? 
Oth. Doſt mock me ? Exit Caſſio. 
Tag. I mockeyou no by heaven, 

Would you would beare your fortunes like a yan. 

Oth. A horned man's a monſec,and a beaſt. 
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Jag. There's many a beaſt then i lous City« 

And x a ciuill monſter, wks BD. | 
Och. Did he confeſſe > . 
lag- Good lir be a man, | ſ 

Think cver bearded fellow, that's but yoak'd, 


May draw with you, there's millions now alive, F 
That _— lye in thoſe unproper beds, : » I 
Which they dare fweare peculior : your caſe is better ; ..— » In 
O this the ſpite of hell, the fiends arch mocke, = \ | 


Tolip a wantonin a ſecure Couch; 
Andto ſup poſe her chaſte :,No, let not me know, 
And knowing what I am, I know what ſhe (hall be. 
Oth. O thou art wiſe, tis certaine. 
Tag. Stand you a while apart, 
Conhne your ſe}fe but in a patienc liſt ; 
Whilſt you were hcre orewbelmed with your griefe, 


(A paſſion moſtunficting ſuch a man) i 

Caſſio camehither,T fhitt him away, 
And layed good ſcuſe upon your extaſy ; 

Bad him anon retire, andher ſpeake with me, , 


The which he promitr'd : But incave your ſelfe, 
And marke the geeres, the gibes, and notable ſcurns, 
That dwell in every region of his face ; # 
For I will make him tell the rale anew, : 
Where, how, how, oft, how loug agoe, and when, 
He has andis againe to cope your wite : 
I ay, but marke his jeafture, mary patience, 
Or | ſhall ay, you areall in all, in ſpleene, 
Andnothing of a man, 
Oth. thou heare ago, 
' 1 will be found moſt cunning in my patience + 
But doſt thou heare® moſt bloody. 
Tay. That's not emiſle; 
But Keepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 
Now will —_— Caſſio of Eianca? 
A buſwitfe, that by ſcl/ing her delires, 
Buyes her ſclfe bread and cloathes ; 
- Thatdotes on Caſs; as tis ——— plague» * 
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To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one : Enter Caf. 
He,when he hcares of her, cannot refraine. 
From the exefle of laughter ; here he comes :, . 
As he ſhall ſmile Orhel (tail goe mad, , 
Ard his unbookiſh jealouſic muſt confter 
Poore Caſſis's ſmiles, geſtures, and light behaviour, _ 
ite in the wrong : How do you now Leiuctenanc ? 
Caſ The worſe that you give me the addition, 
/ Whoſe want even kills me. 
lag. Ply De-ſdemano well, and you are ſure on . 
Now, if this juige Jay in Bianea's powerg 
How quickly ſhould you ſpeed. _ 
Caſ_ Alas poore cative- 
Orh, Looke how helaughes already, 
Jag 1 never knew a woman loye man fo, | 
Caf. Alas poore rogne, I thinke Indeed ſheloves me. . 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly,and laughes it out, _ 
Tag. Doe you heare Caſſio ? | 
| Oth, Now hein portunes him to tell it out.. 
Goe to, well ſaid; 
lag. She gives it, out thax you ſhall marry her, 
Doe you intend it? _ 
Caſ., Ha ha, ha. "H, 
Orh, Doe youttriumph Roman, doe you triumph >- 
Caſ. I marry her? what ? a Cuſtomer ; 
I prethee beare ſore charity tomy wit, 
Doe not thinke it ſo unwholſome : ha, haghas 
Oth. So, ſo, ſo, ſo, they laugh that wines. 
Bia. Why, the cry goes, that you ſhall merry her, .. 
Caſ, Prerhee ſay true. | 
Tag. lam a very villaineelfe.. - 
O:h. Ha you ſcoar'd me? well, - 
Caſ This is the monkies-own giying out; the is perſwaded I wil 
marry her. out. of her own love & flattery,not out of wy protuile 
; Oth, Tagobeckons me, now he begins the tory. 
. Caf. She was heer even now, ſhe haunts mein every Placeyl 
was tother day talking on the fea banke with certaine YVener'ias:- 
and theither comes this bauble, fals me thus about my necke op 
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' Oth, Crying, O deare Caſſio, as it were : his geſt. re imports it- 
Caſe. So hangr,and jolls,and weepes upon me;(o hals and puls 
me, ha, ha, ha | 
Or & Sow he tells how (he pJuckt him to my Chamber ; | 
I ſee that noſe of yours, but not that dog I ſhall throw': to. | ſ 
Caf. Well,l muſt leave her company ; Exter Bianca. 
Before me, look where ſhe comes, | 
Tis ſuch another Fitchew ; marry a perfum'd one : What do you wo 
mean by this haunting of me ? | =: 
Bin. Let the devill and his dam haunt you; what did you mean '\ oi 
| by that ſame handkerchiefe you gave mee even now ? I was a fine 'S 
foole to take it 1 muſt take out the work, a likely peece of work, | 
that you ſhould find it in your chamber,and noc know who left ic : 8 
there: this is ſome minxes token, and1 muſt cake out theworke ; a | 
there giveit the hobby horlezwhereſoever you bad it,He take ous 'F 
no worke on't. | 
Caſ. How now my ſweet B;anca,how now, how now ? 
Oth. By heaven that fhould be my handkerchitfe. 
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Bia+ An you'll come to ſupper to _—_—_— may an you will | 
"not come when you are next prepar'd Or, 
lag. After her, after her. 
Caſe. I muſt ſheel raile "the ſtreet elſe, : 
1g. You ſup there, ? [ 


Caſ. YesT intend ſo, 
Tag. Well, may chance to ſee you, for I would very fain ſpeak 
with you. 
Caf, Prethe come, will you ? 
Tag. Goe to ſay no more. __ ExitCallio, 
Oth. How ſhall I murder him Iago ? 
lag. Did you perceive, how he laughed at his uice ? 
Oth. O 1ago. | 
Tag, And did you ſee the handkerchiefe ? 
Oth. Was that mine ? | 
I would have him nine yeares a killing;a fine woman. a faire 
woman,a {weet woman. 
Tag. Nay, you miilt forget that 3 8; 
Oth. And let her rot and peri(b, & be damb'd to ni-bt, for thee Y 


' fall not live:no,my heart is turn'd to a ſtone; I irik ic, & ic hurts 18 
I 2 my | » "JF 
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my hand.O the world has not a ſweeter creature,ſhe might lie by 
a1 Emperours fide, and command him taskes- 

lag. Nay, that's not your way 

Oth. Hang her,l due noc ſay what ſhe is : So delicate wich her 
needle,an admirable mufitian ;O ſhe will ling the favagenefſe out 
of a Beare ; of ſo hye and plenteons wit and invention. 

Jag. Shee's the worſetor all this. 

Oth. Achouſand thoaſand times:and then of ſo gentle a con- 
dition, 

Lag. x, too gentle. | | : 
oth Nay that's certain,bur yet the pitty of ic Zago,oh the pity. 
Lag If you be ſo fond over her iniquity,give her patentto offend 

for if ic touches not you, it comes neere no body. 

Oth. | will chop her into meſſes,--- cuckold me ! 

Tag. ©, tis foule in her. | 

Oh, With mine Othcer- 

lag. That's fouler, 

Oth. Get me ſome poiſon Jgo, this night Te not expoſtulate 
_ her,left her body andbeauty unprovide my minde agen;this 
night /azo. - 

lag. Doit not with poiſon ſtrangle here in her ded, even the 
” bed (he hath concaminaced. 

Oth. Good good, the jaflice of it pleaſes, very good. | 

lag. And for Caſſio, let me be his underraker ; you ſhall heare 
more by midnight A" Trumpet « 


Emer Lodauico, Deſdemena, and Atrendants. 


Oth. Exceellent good;, 
What Trumpet isthat ſame? . 
lag. Something from Yerice ſare *tis Lodovics. 
Come from the Duke,and ſee, your wife is with him- 
Dod. Save you worthy Generall. | 
Och. Wich all my hearc (ir. x 
Lod. The Duke and Senators of Venice greet you.” 
Orh. I kifſe the inſtrumene of their gleaſures. 
Def. And what's the newes good couſen Ladevice ? - 
Tag. lam very glad to ſte you Scrignior ; . 
Welcome to Cyprus, Lod 
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Lod, I chanke you, how does Leivtenant Caſſio ? 
lag. Lives hry 
De. Couſen, there's falne between him and my Lord, 
An unkind breach, but _ (hall make all well - 
Oth, Are you ſure of that ? 
Def. My Lord. 
Oth. This faile you not to doe, as you will.--- 
Lod. He did not call, hee's butic in the paper ; 
Is there Divifiun twixt my Lord and Caſio? 
Def. A moſt unhappy one, I would doe much 
To attone them, for the love I beare to Caſfio- 
Oth. Fire and Brinitone. 
Def, My Lord. 
Orb. Are you wiſe ? 
Def. What, is he angry ? 
| Lod. May betheletter moy'd him ; 
For as I thinke, they doe command him home, 
Deputing Ce/ſis in his governement. 
ef. Truſt me, 1 am glad on't. 
Oth. Indeed. 
= My Lord. 
Orh. Iam glad to (ee you mad. 
Deſ. How ſweet Othello ? 
Cth, Devill. 
Deſ. I have not deſerv'd this. 
” Lod. My Lord,this would not be beleev*Cin Yemgce. 
Tho I ſhould (weare I ſaw't : tis very much, 
Make her amends ſhe weepes. 
Och., Q Devill, Devill, | 
If chat che earth could teeme with womens teares, of) 
Each drop ſhe falls, would prove a Crocadile : ; 


Out of my ſight. 
Def. 1 will not tay to offend you. 
Lod, Truly an obedient Lady : 
I doe beſcech your Lordſhip, call her backe. 
Och. Miſtrafſe. 
Deſ. My Lord. 
O:h, What would you with her fir ? | 
l 3 Lr4. 


ve Lragegy of Othelo 
'Lod. Who, I my Lord ? 
. Ocb. 1, you did wiſhthat I would make her turne : 
Sir ſhe can turne, and turne, and yet goe on, 
And turne againe, and ſhe can weepe {ir,-vieepe 
And ſbe is obedient,asyor ſay.obedient, 
Very obedicnt ; proceed you in your teares, 
Concerning this fir : O well painted paHion : 
1 am eommanded home : -+-- ger you away, 
{le ſend for you apone : = Sir,1 obeythe mandar, 
And will returne to/Yerice : --» hence, avant, 
Caſſio (ſhall have my, plece , and (ir to night 
I doe intreat that we may ſup together, 
You are welcome fir to Cypr es,-. goatesand monkies. Exit 
Lod. )s this the nuble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Cal) all in all iuil.cient? This the noble naturt,” ' *- 
Whom pailion couuid 10! !1:ke? Whoſe ſolid vertuc, 
The ſhot of accident, nor darr of chance 
Could neither graze nor perrce ? 
Jag. He is much changed. , | 
Led. Are his wits fate ? is he not light of braine ? 
Tag. He's that he is, Þ may 1,01 breath my cenſure, 
What hemighe be, it what he might, he js nor, 
] would to heaven he wcr-. | 
Lod. "(hat ſtrike hig wife. | 
Jag. Faith that was not ſo wel] : yet would I knew 
That ftrocke would prove the worſt. ' | 
Lod. Itis hisuic? 
Or did the letters worke upon his blood, 
And new create this faulc ?- FN 
Tag, Alas, alas; 
It is not honeſty in me to ſpeake' 
Whart I have ſeene and knowne; you ſhall obſerve 
And his owne courſes will denote him ſo, | 
That I mzy fave my ſpeech : doe but goeafter him 
And marke how he continves. , 
, Led. I am forry that T am deceiv'd in him, 
Enter» Othello and Emillia. - 
- Oth. Ycu have feene nothing then. 


 Exeunt. 


Fon. 


ad 


the Moore of V-eruce. 


Em. Nor ever heard, tior ever did ſuſpe&, 
Oth. Yes, and youhave ſcene Caſſioandhe together, - - 
Ex. But then'Þ ſaw no harme,and then I heard - 
Each fillable chat breath made up betweene'em, 
| Oth. What, did they never whiſper ? 
Em. Never my Lord. 
Oth. Never ſend you out o'the way ? 
Em. Never. 
Oth. to fetch her fan, her mask, her gloy's, nor nothing, ' 
Em. Never, my Lord... 
Oth. that's ſtrange. - 
Em. 1 durit my Lord, to wager ſhe is h oneft, 
Lay down my ſoule at ftake ; it you thinke other, 
Remoue your thought,it doth abule your boſome;- : 
It any wreatch ha pur this in your head, 
Let heaven require it with the Serpents curſe. - 
For it the be not honeſt, chait, and true, 
There's no man happy, the pureſt of their wives, 
Is foule as flander. Exit Emillia, - - 
h. Bid her come hither, goe, - 
She ſayes enough, yer ſhe's a limple bawde, 
That cannot ſay as much : this is a ſubtle whore, - 
A cloſet, lecke and key,of villainous ſecrets, 
And yet ſhee'l kneele and pray,I ha feene her do't _ 
| Enter Deſdemona and Emillia, 
Def. My Lord,what is your will ?. 
Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 
Deſ. Wha is yonr pleaſure ? 
Oth, Let me ſee your eyes---looke in my face. 
Def. What horrible fancy *s this? 
Oth. Some of your funfion Miltriſle, 
Leave procreants alone, and {hut the doce, 
Coffe, or cry hem. if any body come, 
Your miſtery, your miſtery ; nay diſpatch. - 
Def. Vpon my kneeſe, What does your-:ſpeech imporct * 
I underſtanda fury in your words, 
But not the words. 
Och. Why, whatart thou ? Def 
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Deſ. Your wife my Loid;your trucand loyall wife. 
1 Come, i: oy” thy ſelte, | 
Leſt being like one of heaven, the devills chemfelues 
Should tear to ceaſe thee, therefore be doubledamb'd ; 
Sware thou art honeſt. 
Deſ. Heaven doth truly know it, | 
Orhe Heaven truly knowes, that thou art falſe as bell, 
Deſ.To whom my Lord, with whom 7 how aml falle} 
Oth. O De(demona, aw ty ,away, away, - 
Deſ. Alas the heavenly day, why do you weepe ? 
Aml the occalion of chole teares my Lord ? 
If haply you my father doe ſuſpett, 
An inſtrument of this yuut calling backe, 
Lay not your blame op me ; if you have loſt him, 
Why I have loſt htm tov. | 
Orh. Had it pleas'd heaven | 
Totry me with atliction, had he rain'd 
All kinds of ſores, and fhames no my bare head, 
Steep'd me in-poverty, to the very lips, 
Give to captivity, me and my ho 
I ſhould have found in ſome part of my ſoule « 
A drop of patience ; but alas, to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of {corne, 
To point his flow unmorving finger at----oh, oh, 
Yet could I bearethat too, well very well. 
But there, whereT havegarner'd up my heart. 


| Whereeither I muſt live, or beareno life, 


The foundation from the which my currant runnes, 
.Or elſe dryes up, to bediſcarded thence, 
Or kcepe it as a cefterne, for foul Taodes 
To knot and gender in : turnethy complexion there, 
Patience thy young and ro(-lip'd Cherubin, 
I here looke grim as Hell. 
Deſ. I hope my noble Lord eſteemes me honeſt, 
Oh. Ol, as ſummers flies are inthe ſhawples, 
Thac quicken even with blowing : 
O thou black weede, why art fo lovely faire? 
Thou {me]I'lt ſo ſweete, that he ſence akesat thee, 


| Would: 


g > ® * 4 — 
The Moore of Venice. 5 
Would thou hadſt ne're bin borne. 
Deſ. Alas, what ignorant finne have I commicted } 
Orh Was this faire paper,this moſt goodly booke, 
Made to write whore upon ?---What committed ? 
Committed: Oh thou publike Commoner ? 
I ſhould make very forges of my cheekes, 
That would to cinders burne up modeſtie. 
Did I but ſpeake thy deeds : what conunictad ? 
Heaven ſtops the noſe at it,and the Moone winkes z 
The bawdy wind that kiſſes all it meets, 
Is buſhe within the hollow mine of earth, 
And will not hear'c :--- what commitced,---impudent ftrutpet, 
Deſ. By heaven you doe me wrong. 
Oth. Are not you a ſtrumpet ? 
De/. No, as I am a Chriſtian: 
If to preſerve this veſſell for my Lord, 
From any other foule unlawull touch, 
Be not to be a fttrumpet, I am none. 
Oth. What, not a whore ? 
Def. No, as I (hall be ſaved. 
Och. 1it poſſible? 
Def. O heaven forgive us, | 
Oth. I cry you marcy then, S ws 
I cooke you for the _— whore of Venice, Extry Emillia 
That married wich Othello: You miftriſle, 
That have the office oppoſite to S. Peter, 
And keepes the gares in hell ; you, you, I,you 3 : 4 
We-ha done our courſe ; there's money for your paines, 1 
I pray you turne the key, and keepe our counfell Exit» | Fa 
Em. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceive : \ 
How doe you Madam ? how doe you my good Lady 3 
Def. Faichhalfea ſleepe- , 
Em. Good Madam, what's the matter with my Lord ? 


Def, With whoz «+ © = 

Em, Why, with my Lord, Magam... ; 

Deſ. Whois thy Lord? 

Em. He that is yours, ſweet Lady 2 

Deſ. 1 ha nonezUbenotctalke — Emilia, 57 
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I cannot weepe, nor an{wer have I none, 
But what ſhould goeby water; prechee to night. 
Lay on my bed-mny wedding ſheets, remember, _ * 
And call thy hnsband hicher- « 
Em, Hereis a change indeed: | | 
Deſ., Tis meet 1 ſhould beuſed {v,very meet, 
How have ( bin bchav'd,that he might lticke 
The ſmall't opinion on my leaft miluſc Enter ago : 
[ag. What is your pleaſure Madam.  avdEnmilliae. 
How 1*\} wich you ? | 
Def. I cannot tell; thoſe that doe teach'young babes, 
Doe it with gentle meanes, and eaſic takes 5, 
He might ha chid me fo, for in good faith, 
I am a childe to chiding, 
- Tag. What is the matcer [ ady ? 
Em. Alas Jage, my Lord hath ſo bewhor'd her, 
Throwne ſuch deſpite, and heavy tearmes upon her, . 
As true hearts cannot beare. 
Deſ. Am I that name Jago. 
Tag. What name faire Lady ? 
Def, Shch as (be {ayes my Lord did fay I was: 
Em, He call'd her whore ; a begger in his drinke. 
Could not have laied (uch tearmes upon his Caller, . 
Tag. Why did he (ſo 7 
Def. 1 doe not know, | am ſure Tam none ſuch. 
lag. Doe not wcepe, due not weepe ; alas the day. 
Em. Has ſhe forfooke ſo many noble matches, 
Her Father, and her Country and her Friends, 
To be cald whore ? would ic not make oneweepe? . 
De/. It is my wretched fortune. - | 
Ig. Beſhrew him for it : how comes thistricke npon him ? - 
De/. Nay, heaven doth know. | 
Em, 1 will be hang'd, if fomeeternall villaine, 
Some bulic and inſinuating rogue, 
Some coggin2. coufining \lave, to get ſome office, 
Have not deviſed this ſlander, Ile be hang'd elſe, 
Tag. Fie there is no ſuch man it is impollible, 
Deſ. Ifavy ſuch there are heavea pardon hiws. 
{ 


—_ 


Exit. 
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Em, A halter pardon him, and bell gnaw his bones : 
Why ſhould he call her whore ? who keepes her company ? 
What place what time, what forme, what liklihoad ? 


The moore's abns'd by ſome moſt villanous knave ; 
Some bale notorious Knave, ſome ſcaruy fellow ; 
O heaven, that ſach companions ſhouldſt unfold, | 
And putin every honeſt hand a whip, p 
Tolahthe rafcall, naked through the world, 
Even from the caſt touch welt, | 

Tag. Speake within dores, 

Ems. O ke upon him ; ſome ſuch ſquire he wats, 
Thac turnd your wit, the ſeamy fide without, 
And made you to ſuipe& me with the Moores 

[ag. You are a foole, goe to. 

Def. O good ago, 

What fhall [doe to win my Lord againe? 

Geod friend goe to bim, for by this light of heaven, 
I know not how I loſt him, 

Here I kneele : 

If ere my will did treſpaſſe 'gainſt his love, 

Either in diſcourſe,or thought, or auall deed, 
Or that mine eyes, mine eares, or any fence, 
Delighted them in any other forme z 

Or that ] doe nor yet, and ever did 

Andever will { though he doe ſhake me off 

To brggerly devercement, ) love him dearely : 
Comfort for (ware me unkindneſſe may doe much, 
And his unkindnetle may defeate my lite, 

Bur never taint my love, I can not ſay whore, 

I: doth abhore me, now 1 ſpeake the word, 

To ''oe the aft, thar mlght th*addi: ion carne, 

Not the worlds maſſe of vanity could make me. 

Lag. 1 pray you becontent, iis but his humour, 
The bulineſſe of the State dors him offence, 

And he does chide with you, 

De}. If ware no 01 her. 

Lag. Tis but fo, I warrant you: 

Harke how theſcinftruments ——_ you to {apper, 
| 2 


The 
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The meare;great Mefjepgarbigt Peniceltayg 
Gor in, and weepe nat, all things 1hall be will. Exit women. 
How now Roger:go ?.. — | Erter Roderigo 
Rod. I doe nor inde that thou dealk juſtly with nie, 
Jag. What ip ehgtgnaesy? yr, } ont 1 1 
Red. Every day thou'dgfelt mawith ſome deviſe {ago ;and- rather, 
as it ſcemes to me now; kee'pit from me all convenicncy,then ſup- 
plick me with the leaft aduaptag ot hope: I will indeed no longer 
indure it, nor am [| yet perſwaded to put up in peace, what alrcdy 
] have fooli{hly ſuffered. | t 
lag. Will you heave me Aaderigo ? 
Red. Sir, | have heard tgo mutch, 
For your words and performance, 
Areno kin together, 
ſas. Youcharge me moſt uniultly. 
Red. With ncugth but truqth; { have waſted my ſelife out of 
meanes; the jewels you have had trom me, to deliuer co Deſdemeona 
: wonld halfe have corrupted a Vota: itt ; you have told me the has 
receiu*dem, and return'd me expetation,% comforst, of ſuddain 
reſpe& and acquintance, but I tind none. 
Tag. Well, goeto, very well. | 
Rod. Very well, gyeto, cannot. go to(man,)nor t'isnot very 
. well; I ſay Cis very ſcuruy, gng begin to tinde my {elfe fopt init, 
Tag. Very well. | 
Rod. 1 ay it is not very well : I will make my (elfe known to 
Deſdemona ; it (te will xgeryrne ne my lewels, 1 will give over my 
ſuice, and repent my unlawkuil- iollicitacion, if rot, afſure your 
ſelfe, Ile ſeeke ſatistaRtion ot ygu,,.. 
= Tag. You have ſaid now- | 
1 L Ro4.1, and ſaid nothing,but what [ proccſt eateadment of 
g | oing. | LA 
| 1a;. Why now Ifecthere's mettle in thee, and even from this 
inſtznt do build on thee a becter opinion then ever before; 
give me thy hand- Roderigo + Thoukaſtcaken againft mee a moſt 
juſt conception, but yet 1 proteſt,l bave dealt molt direQly in 
tby affaire. ET. | 


Red. i; hath not appeared. R 
1ag.I grant indeed hath uct appeas'd, X your fwpition is nor, 
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without witte and judgement : Bnt Roderigo,it thon haſt that with- 
| in thee indeed, which I have greatcr rea(on to beleeve now, then 


ever, I merne, purpoſe, courage, and valour ,this nighr ſbew it; if = OS 
y | 


thou the next night following enioyeſt not Deſdemona, take me 
from chis wotid with treachery, and devile engines from my life. 


Rod. Well, is it within reeſon and compaſſle ? 
lag. Sir,there is eſpecia!l if { Venice C 
H , pecia!] commiſſion come from Yemce, % 
To depute Caſſio, in Othe!l's Place. , 
\ 


Rod. Ts that true? why then Orheltoand Deſdemona, 


Returne againe to Vere. 
[az. O no,he goes into Mauritania, and takes away with him 


The faire Deſderzona,unleſle his abede be lingr'd 


Here by ſome accident, wherein none can be ſo determinatc, A 
As the remoulrg of Caſſio, 
Red. How doe you meane remoning of him ? 
{age Viihy, by making himuncapable of Orhe!17's place, 
knocking out his braines. 
Rod ?f.nd that you would hive me to doe 
lag: l,and if you dare doe your felfe a profit and right;he {ups | 
to night with a harlotry,& trhicher will I goe ro him--he knowes 


not yet of his honourable fortune : it you will watch his going 
thenc which I wil faſhiop to fal out between twelve &'onggy ou may 
take him at your pleaſure: 1 wil be neer to ſecond y our attembt, 
he ſhall fall berwecne us: come, ftand not amaz'd at it but goe 
along with me, will thew you ſuch a neceſ$ity in his death,thar 
you ſhall think your ſe]fe bourd to put it on him. It is aow high 
ſupper time, and the night growes to waſt: about it, 

Rod. 1 will heare iurther reaſon for this. 

Jas, And you ſha!! b: {atished. 


Fx-unt. 


Exter Othello, D:{lemona, Ledouico, Emillia. 
and Atteudants. 


Led. I dce beſcech you {ir, trouble your ſelfeno farther, | 


Orh. O pardon me, it {';' 1] Joc me good to waize. | 
T8 | 


Lod Madam, good nivar, | humbly thauke your Lagiitip 
Def. Your Honour is t90it wellcom:. ; 1 
Oth, Will you walke fir :---- O D: (4e$$294, 

| K 3 


- 44 


k -.< 
PR on I ee ee et oe des. 


Los p . 
Ty 
Fad 1 ; 
T) -; . ; # ' 
4 } t 2 
£ ”, 
j 


4 >> GS is hn 


Cn 


n . A , 8 , 
2 


FAY 6 The Tragedyof Othelto 
\ | 2 f 4 .'/ Lord. » 
«| | + 3J f; p< you to bed o'the inſtant,[ will be return'd, forthwith 
4 1 WF - | diſpatch your Attendant there,--looke it be done. Excun. 
# © ; Deſ. Iwill my Laid. : 
yY -þ 1. Em. How goesit now ? he loukes gentler then he did. 
Lf Deſ. Keſaies he will returne inconcinent; 
= Yi He hath commanded me to goe to bed, 
. | "R | And bade meto diſmitſc you. 
\ Em. Diſmiſſe me ? 
d [N Deſ- Ir ras his bidding, therefore good Emillia, 
. [ | | Give me my nighely wearing,and adicu, 
Wl: 5 | We mu ſt not now ditpleaſe him. 
i Em. Would you had never (eene him, 
j Deſ. So would not I, my lovedoth fo approve hint, 

That cven his ſtubbornenelle,his checks wH trownes, 

( Pretheeunpin me) have grace and favour in them, 
Em. I have laid thoſe ſheets you bad :nc v1 che bed. 
Deſ. All's ane,good father ; how toolith are our minds ; 

It 1doe die betore thee, prethee {hruwd 51: 

In one of thoſe ſame ſheets. | 
Eme. Come, come, you talke- 

Deſ. My mother had a maid call'd 3 arbary, 

She was in lovezand he the lov'd prov'd mad, 

And did forſake her,ilic had a 19ng of willow, 

An old thing t'was, buc it expreither fortune, 

And fhedicd finging it, that tong to night 

VVill nor goe from my mind : 


I have much co doe; 
But to go hang my head all at one ſide,and fing it lik Bay - 
bary ; prethee difpatch. ; 8 _ 


Ems. Shall I goe fetch your night-gowne; 
De /. No unpin me here. 
, This Zodowice is a proper man. 
Em. A very hand/ome man. 
Def. He ſpeakes well. 


Em. I know a Lady in Venice, would have walk'd b 
Paleſtine, fore a ns of his ackher lip. d barefoot to 


Def 
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Deſdemona /inges. 

The poore ſoale ſate finghing by a ſicamout tree, 
fing all a green willow. | 

Her hand on her bo ſome, her head 0u7 her knee , 
ſing willow willow, willow : 

The freſh ſtreames ran by her and murmer'd hey maanes, 

ſing willow, willow, willow ; | 
Her ſalt teares fell from her which ſofuncd the ſtones 
flingwillow &'c, (Lay by thele. ) 
willow, willow + 
Prethee hie theethee'l come anon. ) 

Sing all a greene willow muſt be my garland, 


-Let 10 body blame him, his ſcorne I approve - 
( Nay that's not next: harke, who's that knocky ? 
Em. "| "is the winde- 
Def. "call'd my love i alſe, but what ſaid he then ? 
ſong + (om willow willow, 
If ! tourr 110 women,youle couch with mo men. 
So,get thee gin, good night, mine eyes doe itch, 
Does ttiat Luade weeping ? 
Em. is neither here nor there- 
De{ 1have heard it ſaid fo ; O theſe men,thefe men : 
Dot# .n0u in conſcience thinke ( teJl me Emillia, ) ——_—_ 
J] hat. chere be women doe abule their husbands =” 
In ſi.ch grofſe kindes ? | I 
 m, There be ſume ſuch no queſtion; 
7eſ. Wouldfitthou doe ſuch a thing, for all the world ? 
Em, Why would not you ? 
Deſ. No by this heavenly light. 
Em. Nor I neither,by this heavenly light, 
] might as well doe it in the darke, 
Deſ- Wouldft thou doe ſuch a deed, for all the world > 
Em. The world is a huge thing it isa great price, 
For a ſmall vice. COMER, 6 | 
Def. In troth ] thinke thou wouldft not. | 
Em. In txoth I thinke ] ſhould, xnd undo't when 1had done is 
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mary I would not dee fuch a thing for a joynr-ring, or tor meas 
ſures of Lawn,nor for Gowns,Petricotes,or Caps,nor any petty 
exhibition ; bur for the whole world : way who would not make 
her husband a Cuckold to make him a Monarch? ſhuuld veuture 
purgatory for it. 

Deſ, Bethrew me, if I would dae ſuch wrong 
For the whole world. | 

Ex. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i'th-world, & having the 
world for your labour, tis a wrong in your own world, and you 
might quickly make it wright. | 

Deſ. } doe not think there is any ſuch woman. 

Em. Yes, a dozen, and as many to the vantage,as would ftore 
the world they played for. | 
Bur 1 doe thinke it is their tuzbands faults} 
If wives doe fall : ( ſay that they ſhack thei: incics, 
And pouer 0:1 treafurs into forcigne laps>, 
Or elfe breake ont in peeviſh ical m1(res, 
Throwing reftcaint upon us: 1 © p io Frike us, 
Or icant our former havins 3 d=tpi7itcy ) 
Why we have galles, an& t 161: h we have i2me grace, 
Yet have we ſome cevenge © cl hv ands know 
Their wives have ſence like in 1 155 fee and ſmacll, 
And have their pallats both to: : 0-405 and iowre, 
As husqands have : what is it (7:7 : ney fog, 
When they changeus for others ? 13#{j-57t? 
F thinke it is : and dothaffe&ion br-c i? 
I thinke it doth ; is' frailty that thi1s ecres ? 
It is ſo too ; andhave nor we affeEio::-5 : 
Deſires for ſport? and frailtie as men have | 
Then let em ufe us well,e}ſe let em k1:9w, 
The ill we doe,their ills inftrutt us ſo, ': 

Def. Good night, good night,heaven me luch uſes ſend, 
Nat to pick bad frum badybuc by bad mend. Enen, 


Aﬀus 5. Scan *. 
Enter ard Rod: i 0. ; 
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Quicke, quicke, feare nothing, Ile be at thy elbow ; 
Ic makes us, or it marres us, thinke ot that, 
And bxe more flirme thy reſolution. 
| Rod. Be neare at hand, I may miſcarry in't, 

lag. Here at thy hand, be bold and cake thy ftand. 

Kod. I have no great devotion to the deed : 
And yet he has given me ſatisfying reaſons ; 
Tis but a man gon : forth my (word, he dies. 

[ag. I have rubd this young Quat almoſt to the ſenſe, 
And he growes angry, now whether he kill C ſſo, 
Or Caſſio him, or each doe kill the other 
Every way makes my game live Rederigo, 
He calls meto a reſticacion large, 
For Gold and lewells that I bobd from him, 
As gitts to Deſdemona ; 
It muſt not be, if Caſio doe remaine, 
He has a daily beauty in hislife, 
That makes me ugly : and beſides, the Moore 

May untould me co him therezſtand Iin much pertill: 
No, be muſt die, be* fo, I heare him coming. 
Enter Callio, 

Rod, Tknow his gate, tis be; villiane thou dielt. 

Caſ. That thruſt had bin my enemy indeed, | 5 
But that my coate is better ther, ehou know'R ; | T/ 
I will make proofe of thine. . il 

Rod, O, I am flaine. | 


b, 
%. 


Caſ, I am rrxaimd for every ligh: ho, murder, 
Enter Othello, 

Oth. The voice of Caſſ:9, Fago keepes his word. 
Red. Ovillaine that I am, | | Il 
Orh, Harke tis even 10. = j' 
Caf. O helpe hoglight, a Surgeon, | 
Crl:, Tis he, O brave ago, honeſt and iuf, 

Thar haſt ſuch noble ſence of thy fricnds wrongs 

Thou ceacheſt me ;---minion, your'deare lics dead, 
And your unbleſt fate hies; ſtrumper I come 3 
F :th ©,{my heart, thoſe charmes thineeyes are blotted, s 


Thy ba lait-ftaind, ſhall with luſts blood be ſpotted. — Zx#. 
L, Emey, 


— ET, 


:  Exten Lodouico.azd Gratiano-. 
Caf, What ho, no watch, no-pafſage, murder, murder, 
Grr, Tis fouc mitchance. the ory'ts very.diretull, 
Caſ. O helpe. it! © Lo Harkes 
Rod.O wretched villaine- | 
Lod, Two or three grones, it 33 a heavy night; 
"hee may be counterteits, let's. thins't unſate 
' To come into the ery with we more helpe. 
R 4. No body come, theaſhaſl t ron: ed death, 
Emer ago with a light, | 


« L:d. Qarkc. 
: Gra. Here's one comes in-his ſhirt with lights and weap ons, 
lag. Who's there ? whoſe naylſe is this that cries 0n murder. 
L3d- I doenot know» i - | | 
Tag. Did not you heare a cry ? 
7 Caſ. Here, here, for heayens {ſake heipe me. 
4 Jag. Whats the matter ? 
394 - » Gra. This is Orhelts's Antient, as [rake it. 
i Rod. Thelamie indeed, a very valiant fellow. 
| Tag, What are you here that cry 4o grievoully ? 
—_—_— i - ' Caſ.: 1ag0, ON am ſpoil'd, undone by villaines, 
1 Give me ſome helpe. | 
[ag. O me Lcimenaint, what villaines have dbn this ? 
Cafe Ithink: the oneot them is here abcur, 
And cannot make away. 
1;e. Otreacherous villaines ; | 
What a!c you there ? come-in and give ſome helpe. 
Kod. O, hel»eme here. 
Caſ. That's cne ot em. 
Lay. O nurdercus {lave, Ovillaine. Thruſts his in, 
Roa, © Camb'd Jage, Oin humaine dog,:-- o, o, 0. 
Lig. 11z)] men i'the darke ? where be thoſe bloody theeves ? 
How 11:41: is this Towne } Ho, murder, murder ; 
What may you be ? are yeu of good or evill ? 
Lod. 3 you ſhal! prove us, praiſeus, 
Iago. Seignior Ledoytcos 
Led. He fr, 


Tag. Icry you mercy ; here's Caſio hurt by yillaines 


Gra, 
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The Moore of Venice, 8s 
Ord. Caſſio: 
Tag. How is it brother ? 
Caſ- my leg is cut in two- 
[ag. Mary heaven forbid : 
Light Gentlemen, lle bind it with my ſhire, 
Emer, Bianca. 
Bia, What is the matter ho, who jſt that cried ? 
Tag. who ithat cried ? | 
B/z, O my deare Caſio, O ray ſweet Caſco, Caſſio, Caſſio . 
[ag. O notableſtrumper ; Caſſio, may you ſuſpe& 
Who they ſhou!d be that thus have mangled you ? 
Caſ. No» 
Gra. 1 am(ſorry to find you thus, | have been to feeke you. 
Tag. Lend me a garter, fo ;--oh for a chaire to beare him eaſily 


hence. 

Bia, Alas he faints; O Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſin, 

Tag. Gentilemen all , I doe tuſpett this Traſh 
To bearea part in this injury : pattence a while good Cafſio; 
C: me, come,lend me a light: 
Kngv v.c- this tace, or no ? 
Alas my triend, and my deare conntry man : 

Rederigo t nv, yes lire yes, tis Redeyigo. 

Gra What, oi Verice ? 

Tag.Even he tir,did you :now him ? 

Gra. Know him ? I. | 

Tag. Seignior Gratiano, | cry you gentle pardon : 
Theſe bloody accidents muft excuſe my manners : 
That fo neglefted you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

Tags How do: youu Cafſio? O, a chaire, a chaire; 

Gr a. Poderigo? 

Tag. He, tis he : O that's we!l faid, a chaire-. 
Some good man beare him car-tully troto hence, 
Jle fetch che Generalls Swigeon : for you miſt[iffe, Y 
Save you your labour, he that lies Aline here, © Caſſio, ) 
Was my deare friend what ma'ice was betwixt you ? 

Caf. None in the world, nor de I know the man » 

Lag. Whac, looke yawpate? O'beart hittrout 0' he aire. = 
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& rhe Mooreof Venice. 


Stay you good Gentlewoman, Jooke you pale miftrifſe 2 . 


Doe you perceive the jeſture: of her eye?- 
Nay, anyou ſtirr, we {tall have more anon: - 
Brhold her well 1 pray you, locke upon'her, 
Doe you ſee gentle mn? nay guiltinefle 


Will ſpeake though tunguzs werevut of uſe. Enter Emi. 
Em *Las what's the martcr ? what's the matter husband 2- 


Lag. C:fſio has here bing on in the darke, 
By R:@erigo, and tcllowes thatace(cap'ty: 
Hee's almoſt ſlaine, end Koderigodead. 
Em, Alas good gentleman, alas good Caſſie. 
lag. This is the fruite of whoring ; Prethee Emrllia, 
Gae | lag Caſſio where he ſup £o night : 
What, doe you (take at that ?. 
Bia. He ſupt at my houſe, but I therefore ſhake not. 
Jag. O did heſv, I charge you goe with me. 
Em. Fie uporwchee ſtrumpet- 
Bia, I am no (trumpet, but of life, as honeſt, 
As you, that thus abuſe me. 
Em, As I ; now fie upon thee, 


bl 


Tag. Kind Gentlemen, let's goe ſee poore Caſriodrefty . 


Come miſtreſſe, you muſt tel;*s another tale, 
Emillia, runne you to the Cirtadall, 
And cell my Lord an4 !.ady what has hapt : 
Will you goe on ? | pray : This is the night, 
That either makes nic, or toredoes me quite. 
Exenar. 
Enter Othello with 2 /ight ard Defdemona i her bed. 
O:h. It is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my ſoule, 


| Let me not name it to you, you chaft ftarres : 


It is th- cauſe, yet He not ſhed her blood, 

Nor fcurethat whiter 8kin of hers then ſnow, 
An 1imooth as monumentall aleblaſter ; 

Yet ſhegnuſt die, elſe ſhe*] betray more men, 
Pur out the light, and then put out the light : 
IfI quench thee, thou flaming miniſter, 

I can againe thy former light reſtoje, 


Should I repeut me ; but opce put out thine, 


Thou 


The Tragedy of Othello 
Thou cunningſt patterne of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that promethian heate, 
Thar can thy light relumine : when | have pluck the roſe, 
] cannot give it __—_ againe, 
It muſt needs wither 3 
A balmy breath, that doth almoſt perſwade 
Juſtice her ſelfe to breake her ſword : one more 
Be . hus when thou art dead, and] will kill thee, 
And love thee after 3 one mere, and this the laſt : 
So ſweet was ne're {0 fatal]: I muſt we 
But they are cruel] teares: this ſorrow's heavenly, 
Itſtrikcs where ied ocsJove : ſhe wakes, 
. Deſ. Who's there ? Othelle ? 
Oth. I, Deſdemona- | 
Def. Will you come to bed my Lord ? 
' Oth. Have you prayed to night, Deſdemong ? 

Def. I my quo | h 

Cth, {f you be thinke your {clfe of any crime, 
VnreconcilÞd as yet to heaven and grace, 

Solicice ſor it ſtraite. 
Def. Alas mz Lord, what doe you meane by what ? 

Oth. Well, doe it, and be briefe, | will walke by, 

I would nct kill thy unprepared fopirit, 
No, heaven ftore- fend, ! would not kill thy ſonle. 

Def Talke you of killing ? 

Oth 1, I doe. |. 

Deſ. Then heaven have mercy on-me. 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart. 

De/. If y« u lay fo, I bope you will not kill me. 

Orth. Hum. 

Deſ. And yet I feare you, for y'are fatall then, 
When your eyes roule ſo : why 1ſhould teare, 1 know not, 
Since guiltineſſe I know not, but yer 1 teele I feare... 

Orh. Uhinke one thy tinnzs 

Deſ. Fh.y are loves to bcare to you. 

Oth, 5.4 7» that thoudieit 

Def * 4,11. d 41s unnaruzil!, that kills for loving ; 
Alas, wiy ktaw you ſoyGur IP lip: 


ih 


le ſmell it on the cree ; kiſſes ber. 
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84 TheTrapddyof Othello 
Some bloody paſſion ſhakes your very-frame;.  - 
Theſe are portents; but yet Lhope _ « 
They do not point on m*. 
O:h. Peace, and be ſtill. 
Def. I will fo, what's the marter >: » | Te 
' Och, That handkerchiefe which Io lov'dand gave thee, 
Thou gaveſt to Caſſio. | 
De/. No, by my life and ſoule. | 
Send for the man and askehim. - rh ; * 
'  Oth. Sweet (oule take heed, rakelheed of periury, / - | 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 5163 1 112155 45 1 
Df. I, but not yet todie, - ' ® 
Oth. Yes, preſently : OY | 
Therefore conteile thee freely of thy ſinne, 
For to deny each article with - cad a 93 91 
Cannot remove, nor choake the {truhg conception 
That I doe grone withal] : thou art to die, 
Deſ. Then Lord have marcy on me, 
Oth. I ſay amen. | 
Deſ, And have you mercy too, | 
I never did offend you in my life,---never lov'd Caſio 
But with ſuch generall warrenty of heaven, : 
Az 1 might love, I never gave him token. 
Oth. By heaven I faw my handkerchiefe in his hand: 
O periur'd woman, thou doſt tone my heart; 
And mak me call, what I intend to doe, 
A murder, which I thought a ſacrifice 
I ſaw the handkerchiefe, | 
Deſ. He found it then, ? 
I never gave it him, ſend for him hither, 


> Let him confefſea truth. F 


Oth. He has confeſ}. 

Def. Whas, my Lord ? 

Oth. That he hath -.-uſde thee. 
Deſ. How, unlawfully 2 
Oth. I: | 

Def. He will-not (ay ſo: 
O:þ,Nohis mouth is ſtop'd 


Honeſt 
< 


the Moore: of |V enice. 85 
Honeſt Zago hath tane order ſort. 
Def. My feaie interprets then,---what is he dead ? 
Orh. Had all his haires bin lives, SE On , % 
My great reveuge had ftomacke for em all x | 
Deſ. Alas he is bettayed, and [| undone, 8 


O1h. © trumpet, --- weepelt thou for him to my face ? t 
Deſ. Gbanniſh me my Lord, but kill me nor. | #/ 
Oth. Downe ſtrumper. | » I 
De/. Kill me to morrow, let me live to night. | 


Oth. Nay an you ſtrive, | 
Deſ. But halte anhoure. | 
Oth. Bring donegthere is no pauſe, : 
De/. Buc while 1 ſay one prayet- he ſtifles her. 
Orh. tisto late. | Emillia calles within. 
Em. My Lord, my Lord, what hoe, my Lord, my Lord. 
Oth, What voyce is this ? not dead ? not yet quite dead? | 
I thatam cruell, am yet mercitull, 
I would not have thee linger in thy paine ;---ſ0,(o. 
Em. What ho, my Lord, wy Lord. . 
Oth. Who's there ? 
Em. O good my Lord,I'de ſpeakea word with you, 
Oth. Yes, tis Emillia, by and by : ſhee's dead ; 
Tis like ſhe comeso ſpeake of Cafſtos death ; 
The noyle was heere.; ha,no more moving, 
Still as the grave : ſhall ſhe come in ? wer't good ? 
I chink ſhe Birres againe ; no, what's the belt ? _ 
It the come in, ſhe"le ſure ſpeake to my wite, 
My wife, my wife, what wife ? I ha no wite 2 
O inſupportable ; O heavy houre- | 
Me thinks it ſhould be now a huge Ecclips 
Of Sun and Moone, and that the affrighted Globe, 
Should yawne at alteration. ; 
Em 1 do beſcech you I mayſpeak with you,-»O good my Lora 
Oth, 1 had forgotten thee : come in Emillia :, | 
Soft,by and by ; ler me the curtaines draw. Emer Eggillia. vs 
Where art thou ? whats the matter wich theenow ? oF - 
Em. O my good Lord yonder's foule murders done. * _ 0 > 
Oth. (hat? now? _— "N *. 


86 The Tragedyof Othllo 
Em. But now my Lord | 
Oth, lt is the very error of the Moone, 
She comes more neere the earth then ſhe was wont, 
And makes men mad. 
Em. Caſſio my Lord has kill'd a young Yeret ian, 
Cal'd Roderigo, 
Orch. Rederigo kild, and Caſſio kild? 


Em. No, Caſſiojs6t kild, 
Oth. N zo kild ? then murde:'s out of tune, 
And {weet fevenge growes harſh . 


Def. © fallly, tal{ly mardered- 
Em. Alas, What cry is that ? 
Oth.. That, what ? *. | | 
Em. Our and alas, it was my Ladies voyce. 
Helpe, helpe, ho helpe, O Lady (peake _ 
Sweet Deſdemora, O ſweet miltreſſe ſpcake, 
\Deſ. A guililefſe death | die. 
Ex. O who has done this deed ? 
Deſ, No body, I my ſelfe, farewell : | 
Commend me to my kind Lord, 0) farewell. ſhe dies, 
Oth. Why bow ſhould ſhe be murde: ed ? 
Em. Alas, who knowes ? | 
**. Oth, You heard her fay,her ſclfe, it was not T. 
Ems. She ſaid fo; 1 mb needs report a truth. 
Oth, She's like a lier gone co burne in hell, 
T*was [ that kild her, 
Em. O,themore Angell ſhe, 
And youthe blacker devil. 


| Oth, Sheturn'd to folly, and ſhe was a whore. 
Ems. Thou doeſt bely her and thou art a devifl. 


Oth. She was falſe as water. 
Ems. Thou art raſh as fire, 
To ſay that fhe was falſe : O ſhe was heavenly true. 
Oth. Caſſiodid top her, aske thy hasbandel(e, 
ON weredambd beneath all depth in bell, 
But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds 
To thig efcremity, thy husband knew it all- 
Em. My busband: 
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T be Moore of Venice; 37 
Oth, Thy husband, | | 
Ems That ſhe wat falſe to wedlock ? 
Orh. 1, with Caſsio : nay, bad ſhe bin true, 
If heaven would make me luch another world. 
Ot one intire and parte Criſolite, 
Tde not have fold her for it. 
Em. My husband? 
Oth. 1,twas he that told me firſt ; 
An hone#ft man he is, and hates the ſlime 
T hat ftickes one filthy deedes. 
Em. My husdand ? 
Orh. What necdes this iteration ? woman, [ ſay thy husband: 
Ems. Oh Mittres, villany bath made mockes with love : 
My husband lay that the was falſe ? 
Orh, He woman\)] (ay thy husband ; doft underftand che word? 
My triend,thy husband, honeft,haneſt 7:9. 
Em. lthe fay fo, may his pernicious {oule 
Rot halfeagrainea day 5 he lies to'th heart, 
She was to tond of her mult nithy daigaine, 
Oth, Ha? 
Em. Doe thy worſt , 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven, 
Then thou waſt worthy her. 
Oth. Peace you were beſt. 
Em Thou haſt not halte the power to doe me harme, 
As | have to be hurt : O gull, O dolt, 
As ignorant as dutit thou haſt done a deed ---- 
I care not for thy ſword, Ile make thee know, 
Tho I loſt twenty lives : helpe, helpe, O helpe; 
The Moorc has kild my Miltrelſe, murder,nurder. 


j 


Enter Montano, Gragantio, Iago, ad others. 

Aon, What is the matter ? how now Generall ? 

Em. O, are you come [ago ? yov have done well, 
That men muſtlay their marder on your neck- 

G+a. What is the matter? 

Em, Diiproovethis villaine, if thou'bee*ſt a man; 
He ſayes thou toldſt him that his wife 'was talle ; ; 
| M 
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og the Moore of V enice. 
I know thon dift not, thou art not iuch a yillagine:” 
Speaxc, tor my heart 15 tall- 
lug. levld him what 1 chought,and cold no nor, 
Then what he tognd himielte was apt and rue. 
Em. But did you ever td! hm [he.was falle ? 
Jag. 1 did. = . 
Em. You tolda lie, an odieus damned lie; 
Vpon my foule a lie, a wicked lit: 
She was falſe with Ca/ſio;did yon ſay with Caſſto ? 
Tag. With Caf/io miſtreſſe ; go t9 charme your tohgue. # 
Ems I will not charme my congue, I ama bound to ſpeake 5 
My miftreſſe here lies murderediin her bed, | 
All. Ok heavens foretend, 
Em. And your reports have ſet the murder on, 
Oth. Nay, ſtare not maſters. it is truc indeed. 
Gra, Tisa ftrange truth. 
Men. O monſtrous att! 
Ew. Viilany, villany, villany : 
I thinke upon't, I thinke, 1 finell a villany ; 
I thought {o then ; Ie kill my {elte for griete- 
Q viliany, villany. 
lag. What are you mad ?] carge you get you home. 
Em. Good GentIcmen let mu have l:ave to fpeake, 
Tis proper | obey him, hut not now 7 
Perhaps ago, 1 will ne£'re goe home- 
Oth. Oh, oh, oh. | Oth. falls on the bed. 
Em. Nay, lay thce dywne, and roare, 
For thou haft kild the ſweeteſt innocent, 
That ere did lift up eye, ; 
O:5. O ſhe was foule ; 
I icarce d.d know you Vacle, there lies your Niece, 
Whole b-cath indeed, theſe hands have newly.ftope ; 
I knw this aft ſhewes terrible and grim, . 
Gra. PooreDeſdemona, I arm glad thy father's dead, 
Thy match was morrtall to him,and pure griefe : 
Shore his v]d thcead in twane did he live now, 
This fight would make him doe a deſperate turne, EO 
Yea curſe his better Apgell from his tjde, _ 


the Moore of V enice, 
And fall to reprobation, 


Oth. Tis pittifull,bur yet /ags knowee z 
That ſhe with Cafe, had the a& of hame 


8g 


A thouſand times committed; Ca/7i conteſt it : 


And ſhe did gratifie his amorous workes, 
With that recogniſance and pledge of love, 
Which | firſt gave her; I faw ic in hishand; 
It was a handkerchiefe, an antique token _ 
My Father gave my Mother. 
Em. O heaven, O heavenly powers, 
1:7. Come bold yourpeace. 


Em. Twill out, twill out: I hold my PEACE 111, N@, 


Ile be in ſpeaking, liberall as the north ; 
Let heaven, and men, and devils, tet em all, 
All, all cry (name againft me, yet le (peake- 


{z7. Be wite aud get you home. 


FE». I will not. 


Gra. Fic, your fword upon a woman ? 


Em. © thou du!! Moore, that handkerchief thou ſpeak'it on, 


1 found by fortune, and did give my husband : 


For ofcen With a tvlemne earneſtnelle, 


( More then indecd bclong'd wo ſuch a crifle, ) 


He beg'd of me to ſtale tt, 
lag, Villainous whore. 


Em, She gave it Co//is? no, alas | ſind it, 
AndI did give*c my hutband, 


lag. Filth, thou lie(t, 


Em. By heaven! doe not, I doe not Gentlemen, 
O murderous Coxcumbe ! what ſhould ſuch a toule 


Doe with ſo good a woman ? 


The Moere 1175 at lago, ago tis hi wile, 

Oh. Are there no ſtones in heaven, 

But what ſerves for the thunder ? per nitious villaine- 
Gra. The woman falls, ture he has kild his wite- 


Em. 1.1 Olay meby my miſtreſle 11de. 


Gra. Hee's gone, but his wite's xild. | 
Mon. Tis a notorious villaine, take your weapon, 


VF hich 1 have here recoyercd from the Moore ; 


M 2 


Exit lago. 


Come, - 


YO The Tragedy of Othello 
Come, guard the doore without, let him not paſle, 
But KA hi m rather ; Ile after that ſame villaine, 
For tis a damned {lave- Exit Mont. avd Gratiano. 
Oth. 1 am notwaliantneicher, 
Bus every puny whipſter gets my {word ; 
But why ſhould honour out-live honeſty ? 
Let it goe all. ON 
Em. What did thy ſong'bode Lady ? 
Barke, can thou heare me ? 1 will play the Swan, 
And die in mulicke ; willow, wilhw, willow, 
Moore, ſhe was chaſt, ſhe lov'd thee cruell Moore, 
So come my foule to bliſſe, as 1 = true; | 
So ſpeaking as I thinke, I die, I die, ſhe dies. 
Oth. 1 have another weapon in this chamber, 
It is a ſword of Spire, the Ifcbrookes temper : 
O here ic is; Vncle, I muſt come forth. Gra. within, 
Gra, If thou attempt it, it will cot thee deer, 
'Thou haſt no weapon, and perforce muſt ſuffer. 
Oth. Looke in upon me then, and ſpeake to me, 
Or naked as | am, I willallault thee. 
Gra. What is the raatter ? 
Oth. Behold, I have a weapon, 
A better never did it {elte {uftaine 
Vpou a Soldiers thigh; I have feene the day, 
That with this little arme,and this good tn ord, 
I have made my way through moe impediments 
' Then twenty times your ſtop : but Q vaine boaſt, 
Who can controule his fate ? tis not ſo now. 
Be not affraid,;though you due {ze me weapon'd ; 
Here is my journies end, here is my butre, 
The very Sca-marke of my utmoſt t{aile. 
Doe y ov goe backediſmaid ? tis a loſt feare, 
Man bur a ruſh apaiuſt Crhello's breaft, 
And he retiers. Where {bould Orhefto goe? 
Now dt thn looke now ? (1! ſtor 'd wench, 
Pale as hy (mocke . when wethall mect a:compt; 
This lo« ke of  hine will hue my fou'e #10 1) heav cn, 
And bends will ſnatch at it : cuid, co'd, my zirle, 
| Fyc:y 
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Even like thy chaſtity : O curſed {ave : 

Whip me you deyills, 

From che poſfeſlion of this heavenly ſight, 

Blow me about in winds, roaft we in fulpher, 
Waſh me in ficepe downe gulphes of liquid fire ; 
O De/demora, Deſdemona ; dead, Q, 0, 0. 


Enter Lodovico, Montano, and oficers, 
Callio in a chaire. 
Load. Where je this raſh and moſt infortunate wan ? 
Otrh. That's he that was Orhello, here I am. 
Led, here is that Viper ? bring the villaine forth, 
Cth. 1 looke downe towards his teer, but that's a fable, 
If that thou beeft a devill I cannot kill thee: 
Lod. Wrench his ſword trom him- 
{45 - 1 bleed lir, bur not kil'd. 
Ch, 1 am nor ſorry neither, de have thee kve, 
For inmy tenſe tis happinefle to dye, 
Lod. O thou Othelle, that wert once ſo good, 
Falne in chepradiſe of a damned tlave, 
Vi bat ſhow)d be faid to thee ? 
Oth. Why any thing. 
# n honourable murderer if you will ; 
For nought did 1 in hate, bur all in honour. 
Lod. This wretch hath part confeſt his villainy : 
Did vou andhe conſent in Caſsis*s death ? 
Oth. I. 
Caf. Deare Generall, I did never give you cauſe. 
Oth. I doe ls:lceve it, and [| aske you pardon , 
WV i!l you I pray, dsmaund that &cmy devill, . 
Vi hy ke hath thus 1nſnar'd my ſoale and body ? 
[17. Demand me nothing, what you know you know); 
F:rumn this time forth I never will {pcake word. 
Z,o4. What,not to pray ? 
Grz. Yorments will ope your lips. 
 Cth, Well, thou doelt beſt. 
L:4. Sir, you{hall underf{{and what hath be falne, 
Wu:ch, as Ithinke you know not : heve is a Jeter, 
hs” M 3 Found 
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The Tragedy of Othelto 
Found in the peck«t of the ſhine Rogerigo ; 
And here anoth.r ; the one of them Impores | 
The death cf Caſſic, to be undertooke by Koderrgo. | 

O:h. Ovillaine, : BEE L 

Caf. Moſtheathenifh, and moſt grofle. 

Led, Now heres another diicontented paper, 
Found in his pocket coo, and this it ſeemes, 
Roderigo meant to haveſent this damned villaine, 
Bur that belike, /ago in the interim 
Came in, and ſatished him- 

Oh. O the pernitious caticfte! 

How came you Caſio by a handkcrehiefe 
That was ry witcs ? 

Caſ. I teund ii in my chamber 
And he himfelfe c. nfcſt ic but even now, 

That there he dropt it, for a ſpeacial! purpele, 
Which wrought to his detire, 

Orh, Ot. ole, toole, tool. 

Caſ. There is bclides in Reaerroces letter, 
How he obraides ago: that he made him 
Braye me upon the watch whereon it came, 
1hat 1 was caſt; and even but now he ſpeake, 

Atter lo! g {ceming dead, [ago hurt him, 
Tago ter him on. 

Led. You muft forſake this roome, and goe wich as, 
Your power and your command is taken off, 
And Caſio rules in £ypreus : Fore this {lave, 

If there be any cunning cruelty, , 
T hat can tormehit him much, and hold him Tong, 
Tc tnall be bis ; You ſhall cloſe priſoner reſt 

Till that the nature of your fault be knowne 

To the Vexetian State 5 come bring him away. 

Oth. Sott you a word or two before you goe ; 
I have done the Stzte ſome ſervice, and nv: [ht : 
No more of thc : Tpray you in your letters, 
wy hen you {reli chete unlucky deeds relate, 

Cpeake of me as I am nothing extenuate, 
Nor fe: downe ought in malice :then you mult ipeake, 
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TbeTragedy of Othello 93 
Of one that Iloy'd not wiſely, but to well : 
Of one not ealily jealous, but being wrought, 

Perplext in the extreame ; of one whoſe hand, 
Like the baſe Znavan, threw a pearle away, 
Richer then all his Tribe : of one whoſe (t1bduecd eyes, 
. Albeit unuſed to the melting moode, 

Drop teares, as faft as the Arabian trees 

Their medicinall gum : Set you downe this ; 
And fay be lides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a Malignant anda Turband Txrke, 
Beate a Venerra7n, andtraduc'd the Stare ; 

[ tooke bi'th throate the circumciſed deg, 
And ſmote him thus . He fabs hin{el%. 

Lod. O bloody period. 

Gra, All that's ſpoke is mard. 

Oh. I Kiſt thee ere | kild thee, no way but this, 
Killing my felte, to dye upon a kilo. He dies. 

Caſ. This aid I teare, but thought he had no weapon, 
For he was great «t heart. 

Lcd. O partarc dog, 

More tell then anguiſh, hunger, or the Sea 

IL ovke on the targicke lodging of this bed, 

T his is thy worke ; the objett pciſons tight, 

] «t it be hid : Gratraze, keepe the houls, 

And ceaze upon the tortunes of the Moore, 

For they ſucceed to yon ; To you Lord Gouernour, 

Remaines the cenſure of this he!lith villaine, 

T he time, the place, the toxrare ; O enforce it, 

My ſclfe will {trait abeord, and to the State, 

This heavy at with heavy heart relate. 
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